rh 
| Wy! 


hi iy 14 15 | | 


1 
1 


1 


[ 
li 


1 


1 


0 


wR 


nd, # oi 10 lll 
9 14 


1 


141 
* : 
[ 

0 


(i 
| [1 
* 


* 
4 


Ps , 


. 
wn 
( 1 0 2 ** 


* yon! 


gti" 


Ae, 146 
f 1 1 
e 


7 


77. e,. n 


3 


— —— —i.—ůů — — —„— —— 


1 H E 


M US E 
I N 
GOOD HUMOUR; 
IC 
MOMUS's BANQUET: 
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MUSE IN GOOD HUMOUR; 
OR, | 


MOM US's BANQUET. 
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HE NEVER SHALL ROVE, 
Tung by Mrs. Clendining. 


MIDST the illuſions that o'er the mind flutter, 
I will not forget my true object of love ; 
At parting, the fondeſt concern did he utter, 
I left him, but yet this heart never ſhall rove: 
He bade me farewell, and my fancy repeated, 
The tender expreſſions for many a day; 
And I think were TI now, unperceived, by him ſeated, 


From his lips I ſhould ſtill hear the ſoft homage ſtray, 
B2 SONG. 
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DUET, 


FAREWELL, ADIEU. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon and Mrs. Clendining. 


, one ſhort moment I embrace, 
To love an hallow'd vow to pay; Wa 
Yet others viewing that bright face, | 
Like me may kneel, may dare to pray : 
O deity of this lond breaſt, 
Is thus ſome favour'd rival bleſt ? 
O un, reject each jealous fear, 
Alas, no rival harbours here, 


No, no, though at the Idol's throne, 

A thouſand in devotion bend ; 
Accertable rom one alone 

The tacred off ring can aſcend : 
But we. mult part, dear girl adieu, 
Oh! that ſweet glance again renew; 
The tear too ſtarts, the 2h will ſwell, 
Once more, my love, once more farewell. 


SONG. 


„ 


. 
HEY DOWN DERRY, 
Sung by Mr. Munden. 


HRO' France, thro' all the German regions, 
I've rang'd rare objects to diſcover; 
Seen pretty women in ſuch legions, 
thought myſelf return'd to Dover: 
Briſk muſic made me gay, 
And lively all the way ; 
For no tune's dull that once was merry 


With him that loves the hey down derry. 


The Spaniſh belle I've ſerenaded, 

And many a night with the ſweet guitar, 
Beneath the lattice grate paraded, 

Now tinkle tinkle, then gargan lara : 

"Twas muſic made me gay, 

Aud lively all the way; 
For no tune's dull that once was merry, 
To him that loves the hey down derry. 


The fair of Italy to capture, 
A different ſtyle the men invent o; 
To her the Canzonet gives rapture, 
Nel cor piu non mi ſento: 
Such muſic has its day, 
But is not in my way; 
Yet no tune's dull that once was merry, 
With him who loves the hey down derry. 
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Round wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatter, 
And view me o'er with looks of pleaſure ; 
Their cymbals ſounded clitter clatter, 
And they tript in the ſprightly Meaſure: 
Such muſic has its day, 
But 1s not in my way; 
Yet no tune's dull that once was merry, 
To him that loves the hey down derry. 


Round wou'd the girls of Ruſſia chatter, 
Hey! only eye him? What a wonder! 
Their cymbals ſounded clitter chatter, 
And the big drum rumbled thunder : 
Such muſic has its day, 
But is not in my way; 
Yet no tune's dull that once was merry, 
To him that loves the hey down derry. 


S O NG. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon 


CLARA, 


WITH my deareſt Clara bleſt, 
This moon-light heath I'd fondly rove ; 
And evermore the path ſhe preſt 
Shou'd be review'd with grateful love. 


The ſweeteſt virtues ſtore her mind, 

To pleaſe, to animate, to warm ; 
Truth, pity, tenderneſs refin'd ; 
Her beauty forms her hunibleſt charm. 


(#3 


Yet angels viſiting this ſphere, 
To prove they were of heav'nly race, 
And make the wond'ring world revere, 
Would wear the likeneſs of her face. 


$::0' N . 


THF. PACKHORSE BELLS. 


Sung by Mrs. Harlowe. 


NE night while round the fire we ſat, 
And talk'd of ghoſts and ſuch like chat; 
A ſtranger, who had loſt his road, 
Till day ſhou'd break, implor'd abode : 
Pack horſes 'twas his lot to guide along, 
Whoſe bells the trav'ler cheer with ding ding dong. 


Againſt diſtreſs, tho' we were poor, 

My father never ſhut his door ; 

I know not how, but from that day, 

Tho' form'd by nature briſk and gay, 

I felt within my breaſt a tingling, , 
Whene'er the pack horſe bells went jingling. 


When firſt he wander'd to our nook, 

His courſe it ſeems he had miſtook, 

Now, twice a week he comes that way, 
But never tells us he's aſtray ; 

And in his ſong my name he's mingling, 
Each time his pack horſe bells go jingling. 
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CLARA, 
Sung by Mrs. Clendening. 


HO' by the tempeſt the bark's rudely driven, 
On the rocks ſtrikes ard aſunder is riven, 
Still the magnet, ingulph'd in the main, 
Its virtues, its virtues unalter'd retain ; 
So the paſſions ne'er can periſh, 
But its greetings will I cheriſh, 
And fond paſſion's ſtill poſſeſt 
'Micſt the Norms that rend this breaſt, 


. 
Sung by Mr, Fawcet and Mr. Blanchard. 


CARTRIDGE, 


UMMON'D vo the angry battle, 
By the drum's alerming rattle. 


PETER, 


O, worthy, worthy comrade, 
Fighting ſurely is a rum trade; 
J hate riot, | 
Give me quiet, 


So take back this Reel. 


3 
CARTRIDGE. 
Swift we march ſome town to humble, 
Round the boiſt'rous cannon rumble; 
Walls are ſapp'd with dreadful craſhing; 
Swords engage with furious claſhing : 
Swords are claſhing, 
Walls are craſhing, 


Walls are ſapp'd with dreadful tas: 


PETER, 


But ſhould the frighten'd women kneel, 
You have ſoftneſs ſure to feel. 


CARTRIDGE, 


Now we creep upon the ſlumbers 
Of a camp ten fold our numbers ; 
And though full enough to eat us, 
Twice as many {hall not beat us: 
Some are happy in eſcaping 

All concern of further waking ; 
Others, panic ſtruck, take flight, 
Ecod I think ſuch blades are right. 
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S8 O N G. 


THE HEAVING OF THE LEAD. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


"OR England, when, with fav'ring gale, 

Our gallant ſhip up channel ſteer'd, 
And, ſcudding under eaſy fail, 

The high blue weſtern land appear'd, 
To heave the lead the ſeaman ſprung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 

By the deep nine. 


And bearing up to gain the port, 
Some well known object kept in view; 
An Abbey-tow'r, an harbour: fort, 
Or beacon, to the veſſel true: 
While oft' the lead the ſeaman flung, 
And to the pilot cheerly ſung, 
By the mark ſeven, 


And, as the much lov'd ſhore we near, 
With tranſports we behold the roof 

Where dwelt a friend or partner dear, 
Of faith and love a matchleſs proof: 

The lead once more the ſeaman flung, 

And to the watchful pilot ſung, 
Quarter leſs five. 


SONG. 


S O NG. 


GIRLS SHY APPEAR, 
Jung by Mr. Quick. 


IRLS ſhy appear, 
When men firſt leer, 
And ſteal aſide, 
As if to hide, 
But daring grown 
As things get known, 
They giggle, ſimper, 
Niggle and whimper, 
And try to lure, wherever they go, 
The 'ſquire, the jockey, the rake, the beau; 
The young, the old ones, 
Timid and bold ones, 
Yea, with the grave parſon 
They carry the farce on, 
And all are ſnar'd in a row. 


Of balls the pride, 

Thus Miſs I've ey'd, 

The minuet pace, 

With bluſhing face; 

But ere the night 

Had taken flight, 

I've ſeen her ramping, 

Tearing, tramping, 
Along the room in a country dance, 

Now figuring in with bold advance ; 
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Here ſetting and leering, 
\ 'Theie croſſing and fleering, 
A d when that's compleated, | 
Bc tore {el be ſeated, - rm 
A mad {ſcotch reel the mult france, 
To tol lol, &c. 


S ON G. 
RUDDY AURORA, 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 


* HEN ruddy Aurora awakens the day, 
\? V og 725 drops impearl d the fweet flow'rets 


Sound, pln my ſtout archers, ſound horns and 
away, | 
With arrows ſharp pointed we go, il? 
With arrows ſharp pointed we go: | 
See Sol now ariſes in ſpler.dor ſo bright, 
IO Pæn for Phoebus who leads to delight, 
All glorious illumin'd now riſes to ſight, 
"Ts he, boys, is god of the bow, 
"Tis he, boys, is god of the bow, 


| Freſh roſes we'll offer to Venus's ſhrine, _ 
Libations we'll pour to great Bacchus divine, 


While mirth, love, and pleaſure, in junction combine, 
For arches” true ſons of the ſame, 
For archers, true ſons of the ſame, 


4 23) 


Bid ſorrow adieu; in ſoft numbers we'll fing, 
Love, friendſhip, and beauty, ſhall make the air ring, 
Wiſhing health and ſucceſs to our country and king, 
Encreaſe to their honor and fame. 
Encreaſe to their honor and fame. 


TAE 
8 A 1 LORE 


DESCRIPTION OF A HUNTING. 


OING to fee my father the other day, he ax'd 

me to take a voyage a hunting with him ; ſo 

when the ſwabber had rigg'd the horſes, they brought 
me one to {tow myſelf on board of, that they told me 
was in ſuch right and tight trim, ſhe would go as faſt 
upon any tack as a Folkſtone Cutter; ſo I got up aloſt, 
and clapt myſelf athwart ſhip, this'n, and made as 
much way as the beſt on' um and to the windward 
of a gravel-pit we eſpied a hare at anchor; ſo ſhe 
weighed and bore away, and juſt as I had overtaken 
her, my horſe came bump aſhore upon a ſtone, the 


back ſtay broke, ſhe pitched me over the forecaſtle, 


came keel upwards, and unſhipp'd my ſhoulder, and 
damme if ever I ſet ſail on a land privateering again. 


„ F- 


S N. 
THE MERRY SAILOR, 


He pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main; 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But cheerfully ſpends all his gain ; 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honor and honeſty true, 
And would not commit a baſe action, 
For power and profit in view. 


CHORUS. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys, 

A light heart and a thin pair of breeches, 
Goes through the world, my brave boys. 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life ; 

The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
But plenty too often breeds ſtrife: 

When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 

And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful ind ſteers right. 

Then Why, &c. 520 


' 


( 15 ) 


The courtier's more ſubje& to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate ; 
Than we, who to politics ſtrangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great: 
The numerous bleſſings of nature, 
In various nations we try: 
No mortals on earth can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Then why, &c. 


S8 O N. 


THE DISCONSOLATE SAILOR, 


THEN my money was ; gone that I rain'd i in he 
wars, 
WAP the world 'gan to frown on my fate, 
What matter'd my zeal or my honored ſcars, 
When indifference ſtood at each gate, 


The face that would ſmile when my purſe was well lin d, 
Shew'd a different aſpect to me: 

And when I could nought but ingratitude find, 
I hi'd once again to the fea, 


I thought it unwiſe to repine at my lot, 
Or to bear with celd looks en the ſhore ; 
So I pack'd up the trifling remnants I'd got, 
And a trifle, alas! was my ſtore. 


A handkerchief held all the treaſure I had, 
Which over myfſhoulder I threw, _ 
Away then I trudg'd with a heart rather ſad, 

To join with ſome jolly ſhip's crew. 
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The ſea was leſs troubled by far than my mind, 
And when the wide main I ſurvey'd, 

I could notthelp thinking the world was unkind, 
And fortune a ſlippery jade. 7 


And I vow'd if once more I could take her in tow, 
F'd let the ungrateful ones ſee, 

That the turbulent winds and the billows could ſhew, 
More kindneſs than they did to me. 


% N > 


JACK RATLIN. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


ACK Ratlin was the ableſt ſeaman. 
None like him could hand reef and ſteer; 
No dang'rous toil but he'd encounter, 
With {kill, and in contempt of fear: 


In fight a lion— the battle ended, g 11 


Meek as the bleating lamb he' d prove; 
Thus Jack had manners, courage, merit, 


vet did he ſigh, and all for love. 


The ſong, the jeſt, the ding liquor, 
For none of theſe had Jack regard; 
He, while his meſſmates were caroufing, 
High fitting on the pending yard, 
Would think upon his fair one's beauties, 
Swear never from ſuch charms to rove ; 
That truly he'd adore them living, 
And dying ſigh to end his love. 
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The ſame expreſs the crew commanded, 
Once more to view their native land; 
Among the reſt brought Jack ſome tidings, 
Would it had been his love's fair hand: 
Oh fate! her death defac'd the letter, 
Inſtant his pulſe forgot to move, 
With quiv'ring lips and eyes uplifted, 
He heav'd a ſigh and dy'd for love. 


SO NG. 
THE MERRY DANCE. 
Sung by Miſs Romanzini. 


HE merry dance I dearly love, 
For then, Collette, thy hand I ſieze; 

, And preſs it too whene'er I pleaſe, 
And none can ſee and none reprove: 
Then on thy cheek quick bluſhes glow, 

And then we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Ah! how I grieve, ak! how I grieve, 

I grieve you ne'er her charms can know. 


She's ſweet fifteen, I'm one Year more, 
Yet ſtill we are too young they ſay, 
But we know better ſure than they; 
Youth ſhould not liſten to threeſcore: 
And I'm reſolv'd to tell her ſo, 
When next we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Oh! how I grieve, oh! how I grieve, 
I grieve you ne'er her charms can know. 


1 S O N. 
13 c 
| | SUE AND BET, 
1 Sung by Mr. Sedgwick, 


ROM aloft the ſailor looks around, 
And hears below the murm'ring billows ſound : * 
Far off from home he counts another day, 
Wide o'er the ſeas the veſſel bears away; 
His courage wants no whet, 
But he ſprings the ſail to ſet, 
With a heart as freſh as riſing breeze of May, 
And caring nought, 
He turns his thought | 
To his lovely Sue, or his charming Bet. 
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Now to heav'n the lofty top-maſt ſoars, 
The ſtormy blaſt like dreadful thunder roars; 
Now Ocean's deepeſt gulphs appear below, 
The curling ſurges foam, and down we go: 
When ſkies and ſeas are met, 
They his courage ſerve to whet : 
With a heart as freſh as riſing breeze of May, 
And dreading nought, 
He turns his thought 
To his lovely Sue, or his charming Bet. 
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S O N G. 


AS YOU PLEASE, 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch. 
- THOUGHT our quarrels ended, 


And ſet my heart at caſe; 
"Tis ſtrange you're thus offended, 
You take delight to teaze; 
Dear Sir, decide the ſtrife 
Betwixt your child and wiſe! 
Alas! the grief I feel, 
I dare not to reveal; 
I know that you believe, 
For Frederic's loſs I grieve : 
Pſha, Pſha, 
Very well, very well, as you pleaſe, 


In vain I'm always ſtriving 

To make our diff rence ceaſe, 
If you're diſpuygs contriving, 

And will not live in peace: 

No, no, 

You will not live in peace: 
I'm vex'd, dear Sir, for you, 
But ſay, what can I do? 

To none II can complain, 

How cruel is my pain! 

I know that you believe 

For Fred'ric's loſs I grieve : 
Pſha, Pſha, 


Very well, very well, as you pleaſe | 


SONG... 


b 
. 
* 
1 
f 

: 

4 0 
x 

* 


way” 4 * 
— =, 


- — — 1 _ — 
8 —_— S — 
— — . - — — 
. _— — — - 


* 
1 Tx” — 


82 


— 


* 

- * 
— —— 
. * 


1 200 


8 0 N 6. 
A LINNET JUST FLEDG'D, 


Sung by Miſs Dall. 


LINNET juſt fledg'd, from its leaf - ſhady bow'r 
Its flight h-d too daringly took; 
Unable the wide ambient ether to tow'r, 
It flutter'd and tell in a brock. 


To ſave the ſweet youngling ſair Laura was nigh, 
She cheriſh'd and ſooth'd it to reſt; 

Yet, ſhe wet it as faſt, ſrom pity's ſoft eye, 
As ſhe dry'd its ſoft plumes on her breaſt, 


Thus vanity's pinions too oft' we extend, 
And tbe dictates of reaſon forego ; 

Then fall, like the linnet, nor meet with a iriend, 
Like Laura to weep o'er our woe. 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, 


As the loud blaſt, the blaſt that rends the ſkies, 
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16 


BRITANNIA RULE THE WAVES, 


HEN Britain firſt, at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main; 


Aroſe, &c. 


This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain: 
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CHORUS. 3 


For Britons never will be ſlaves, 


The Nations not ſo bleſt as thee, { 
Muſt in their turns to ty rants fall; Be. 
Muſt, &c, | 

Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſſi great and free, 

The dread and envy of them all, 

Rule Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, | | 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; 
More, &c. 


Serves but to root thy native oak, 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 
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The haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c. 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe but thy renown, 1 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine; 
Thy cities, &c. he 
And thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles thine. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. „ 


The muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair ; 
Bleſt Ifle, with beauties, with mutchleſs beauties 
crown'd, | 
And manly hearts to guard the fair, 
Rule, Britannia, &c. cok 


4 1 


S8 O N 6. 
THE BRITISH SAILOR, 


HE Britiſh ſailor ploughs the ſeas, 
| Nor fears th' unfathom'd deep; 
He ſcorns the landſman's ſlothful eaſe, 
And guards them while they ſleep: 
Tho' ſtorms ariſe in dreadful ire, 
And light'nings flaſh their vivid fire; 
When foes invade with eager heart and hand, 
He braves the deep to ſave his native land. 


( 23.) 


The ſhip now riſes to the ſkies, 
Now {inks in depths below; 
Yet, ſtill intrepidly he flies, 
To meet the deſtin'd foe : 
And while the cruel fight prevails, 
With death and carnage he aſſails, 
Nor heeds their fire, but at his chief's command, 
Braves the whole world to fave his native land, 


The chain-ſhot whiſtles too and fro, 

A broadſide ſeals their fate, 
The hull is ſhatter'd, down they go, 
And, quarter, cry too late: 
Then, as he ſees the briny flood 
Crimſon'd all o'er with human blood, 
His heart relents, ſwift to his boat he flies, 
And braves the ſeas to fave his enemies. 


. S$ O N G. 


LAUGH AND BE FAT, 


he rival the miſer who broods o'er his plumb, 
Or to envy the great I ſhall never preſume; 
Tho' wealth to mankind as a bleſſing was ſent, 


With much or with little Lm always content: 
For ſhould I grow rich I'll ne'er murmur at that, 


And, if I grew poor, {till I'll laugh and be fat. 


'Tho? 
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Tho” patriots and placemen each other abuſe, 

Tis nothing to me, I've no penſion to loſe, 

It they levy new taxes, I vow and proteſt, 

I will not complain while I fare like the reſt: - 
And if outs become inns, I'll ne'er murmur at that, 


Or if inns become outs, ſtill I'll laugh and be fat. 


8 O0 N 6. 


WHILE TRE MOON PLAYS THE BRANCHES AMONG, 


HEN William at eve meets me down at the 
ſtile, 
How ſweet is the nightingale's ſong ; 
I confeſs, without bluſhing I hear him complain, 
And believe ev'ry word of his ſong : 


R You know not how ſweet 'tis to love the dear ſwain, 


” 1 


While the moon plays yon branches among. 


How fain do I wiſh to chace ſun-ſhine away, 
Ye moments how flowly ye move; 

Give place, envious day-light, haſte, ev'ning along 
I'm to meet the ſweet lad that I love: 

O! joy paſt expreſſing, to hear the dear ſwain, 
While the moon plays yon branches among. 


From the ſtile as we walk'd to yon neighbouring grove, 
The ſwain his ſoſt paſſion he preſt; 

He ſaid, my dear charmer, to church let's repair, 
Your hand it will e'er make me bleſt; 


How could I refuſe the dear ſwain his ſoft boon, 


While the moon plays' yon branches among. 


2 
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S © N G. 


PADDY BULL'S EXPEDITION. 


Written by Mr. Collins. 
HEN I took my departure from Dublin, ſweet 
town, 
And for England's own ſelf through the ſeas I did 
* plough, 


For four long days I was toſs'd up and down, 

Like a quid of chew'd hay in the throat of a cow: 

While afraid off the deck in the ocean to lip, Sir, 

I clung like a cat a faſt hold to keep Sir, 

Round gh the big poſt that grows out of the ſhip, 
ir, 

O I never more thought to ang lan 80 lee. 


Thiis Kaen Rock ſill all the while I was moving, 
Till Ireland's coaſt I ſaw clean out of ſight ; 
Myſelf the next day a true Iriſhman proving, 
When leaving the ſhip on the ſhore for to light, 
As the board they put out wastoo narrow to quarter, 
The firſt ſtep Itook I was in ſuch a toter, 
That Ijump'd upon land to cla neck up in water, 

O this was no time to ay ango . 
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But as ſharp cold and hunger I never yet knew more, 


And my ſtomach and bowels did grumble and 
growl, | 
I thought the beſt way to get each in good humour, 
Was to take out the wrinkles of both, by my ſoul ; 
So I went up to a houſe where roaſt meat they provide, 
Sir, | 
With a whirligig which up the chimney I ſpy'd, Sir, 
And which grinds all their ſmoke into powder beſide, 
Sir, 
'Tis true as I'm now ſinging lango lee. 


Then I went to the landlord of all the ſtage coaches, 
That ſet ſail for London each night in the week; 
To whom I obnoxiouſly made my approaches, 
As a birth aboard one I was come for to ſeek-— 
But, as for the inſide, I'd no caſh in my caſket, 
Says I, with your leave, I make bold, Sir, to aſk it, 
When the coach is gone off pray what time goes the 
baſket ? | 
For there 1 can ride and ſing lango lee. 


When, making his mouth up—the baſket, fays he, 


Lir, 

Goes after the coach a ſull hour or two : | 
Verv well, Sir, ſays I, that's the thing then for me, 

But the devil a word that he told me was true: 
For though one went before and the other behind, Sir, 
They ſat off cheek by j le at the very ſame time, Sir, 
' So the ſameday at night I fat off by moonſhine, Sir, 

All alone by myſelf ſinging lango lee. 


O 
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4 O long life to the moon for a brave noble creature, 
That ſerves us with lamp light each night in the 
: dark, 
?. While the ſun only ſhines in the day, which by na · 
"he ture 
e, Wants no light at all, as you all may remark: 
But as for the moon, by my ſoul I'll be bound, Sir, 
10 It would ſave the whole nation a great many pounds, 
p Sir, 


To ſubſcribe for to light him up all the year round, 
Sir 
Or III never ſing more about lango lee. 


S O N G. 
t, 
5 the IS EAT HIM SIRS AT THAT, 
Sung by Miſs Newman. 
s he, UT three months yet I've been a wife, 


And ſpouſe already ſhews his airs; 
I wiſh I'd liv'd a ſingle life, 
ae, But, as 1 did not, why who, cares ? 
Beſides, let huſband uſe his tongue, 
And bounce, and ſcold, and cock his hat ; ; 
By Jove he'll find I'm not fo young, 
. But I can beat him Sirs at that, 
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I'll go to operas, balls, and plays, 
r where I like, and won't be check'd; 
Egad I'll racket nights and days, 
Until he treats me with reſpect ; 
And if he romps with I know who, 
Perhaps he'll meet with tit for tat, 
And faith may find and ſhall ſo too, 
That I can beat him, Sirs, at that. 


But this I vow, if he'll be good, 
And let me ſometimes have my will, 
(Young wives you know moſt {ſurely ſhould) 
I'll duly ev'ry rite fulfil ; 
And never, O no, never rove, 
But ſtay with him at home and chat; 
And prove by kindeſt deeds of love, 
That I can beat him, Sirs, at that, 


> SON 6. 
ru LASS OF PEATY'S MILL, 


HE Lafs of Peaty's mill, 
80 bonny, blithe, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, 
She ſtole my heart away: 
When tending of the hay, 
Bare headed on the green, 
Love midſt her locks did Pays - 
And wanton in her een. 


Her 
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| Herarms white, round and ſmooth, 

f Breaſts riſing in their dawp ; 
To age it would give youth, ; 
To preſs em with his hand 
8 Thro' all my ſpirits ran 1 
An ecſtacy of bliſs, | 

When I ſuch ſweetneſs found 

Wrapt in a balmy kiſs, 


Without the help of art, 
Like flow'rs that grace the wild; 
Ske did her ſweets impart, | 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd : 
Her looks they were fo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
TI wiſh'd her for my bride, 


O had I all the wealth 
Hopetoun's high mountain's fill, 
Infur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at ray will : 
I'd promiſe and fulfil | 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The Lafs of Peaty's mill, 
Should ſhare the ſame with me. 


POOR por. 


OOR Poll ſhe look'd ſad when the ſhip caſt for ſea, 
P Which bore her dear Jack from her ſight; 
What comfort alas then, ſhe cry'd, is for me, 
What proſpe& can yield me delight? 

For tempeſts may riſe and the ſurf loudly roar, 
And the mainmaſt may go by the board; 

I muſt weep, and muſt ſigh, and, tho' ſafely on ſhore, 
Yet his heart is with courage well ſtor'd : 

He bade me be cheerful and never let fear 
At any time take me a-back, | 

For he ſaid that a cherubim, perch'd in the air, 
Would take care of poor Poll for her Jack. 


As well as the beſt he can hand, reef, and ſteer, 
Each point of the compaſs he knows: 
Eaſt, Weſt, North, and Sourh, unto him all is clear, 
From what corner ſo e'er the wind blows ; 
Yet danger breeds doubt, and the boiſterous main 
The veſſel may founder though tight, 
Then Poll her poor Jack ſhe will ne'er ſee again, 
Who only can give her delight — 
Yet 
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Vet he bade me on Providence always rely, 
Who ſafely would ſure bring him back, 

And a ſweet little cherub is ſeated on high, 
To take care of poor Poll for her Jack. 


"Tis love bids me hope what he ſaid may be true, 
As conſtancy glows in my breaſt ; 

For though o'er the ocean he fails from my view, 
In my heart he's at home Mill conſeſt: 

When calm is the ſky, and no clouds intervene, 
By fancy directed I ſteer; 

I fee the ſhip ſafe and enjoy the bright ſcene, 
Which gives me the fight of my dear— 

The ſhivering top-ſails I view in the wind, 
And with fear am not taken aback; 

For that fame little cherub is ſtill in my mind, 
Who'll take care of poor Poll for her Jack. 


The days, and the weeks, and the months as they paſs,. 
In my mind I Rill conſtantly count, 

And form a fond journal though tedious, alas, 
Is the numbers to which they amount; 

Let time cireles on, and the voyage will at laſt, 
Of courſe, to my wiſhes be o'er, 

And tempeſts and dangers be over and paſt, 
When ſafely he leaps upon ſhore: 

Haſte, haſte then, ye moments, ye weeks and ye days,, 
To my wiſhes O ſoon bring him back; 

That ſame little cherub ſhall till have the praiſe, 

Who took care of poor Poll and poor Jack. 
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S O N GC. 


THE DANDY-O, 
Sung by Mr. Munden. 


HO' late, as a waiter, I ran up and down, 
Vy ith bottles, glaſſes, Claret, Rum and Brandy-o; 
Now an officer Fm made, I il have ſervants of my own, 
And be among the ladies quite the dandy-o. 


My cravat ſtieks out like a pigeon's breaſt, 
My hat ſo ſmart, my ſword ſo long fo handy-o; 
Like a ſheep's tail at each ear my hair's compleatiy 
dreſt, 


And crops I'm fure you'll own are quite the dandy-o. 


At concerts and dances the ladies F ll court, 
With words and looks as ſweet as ſugar-candy-0; 


And then with fighting duels by the lord ll have rare 


ſport, 
And then who but I ſhall be the dandy-o. 


And when from abroad J return, as I deſign, 
With Jacob here to take a nip of brandy-o, 
And who knows but in time he'll hang me up for his 


lign, | 
Then Caleb, boy, I think you'll be the dandy-o. 


SONG, 
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S O N G. 


THE IRISHMAN. 


Sung by Mr. Johnſtone. 


, 
; 
' 


HE turban'd turk, who ſcorns the world, 
May ſtrut about with his whiſkers curl'd,, 
Keep a hundred wives under lock and key, 
For nobody elſe but himſelf to fee, 
Yet, long may he pray with his alcoran, 
Before he can love like an Iriſhman, 


The gay Monfieur a flave no more, 
The ſolemn Don and the ſoft Signor, 
The dutch Mynheer ſo full of pride, 
The Ruſſian, Pruſhan, Swede beſide ; 
They all may do whate'er they can, 
But they'll ne'er love like an Iriſhman; 


The London folks themſelves beguile, 

And think they pleaſe in a capital ſtyle,. 
Yet, let them aſk as they croſs the ſtreet, 

Of any young virgin they happen to meet, 
And I know {he'll ſay, from behind her fan, 
There's none can love like an Iriſhman. 
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Ss N. 


THE LAND OF SHILELAH, 


Sung by Mr. Johnſtone. 


F you'd travel the wide world all over, 
And fail acroſs quite round the globe, 
You muſt fet out on horſehack from Dover, 
And fail unto ſweet Ballinrode— 
"Tis there you'll ſee Ireland ſo famous, 
That was built before Adam was breech'd, 
Who liv'd in the reign of King Shamus, 
E're he was at the Boyne over-reach'd. 


CHORUS. 


Whack, fal de ral, lal de ral, lal de ral, lal, 
Whack, fal de ral, lal de ral lee, 

Whack, fal de ral, lal de ral, lal de ral, lal, 

O the land of Shilelah for me. 


There you'll ſee Ulſter, and Munſter, and Leinſter, 
Connaught and ſweet Kilkenny likewiſe ; 

That city, where firſt as a ſpinſter, 
I open'd theſe pair of black eyes: 

| In this town there is fire without ſmoaking, 

| | For a penny you'd buy fifty eggs; 

And then there's ſuch wit without joking, 

| And rabbits without any legs. 

| 3 8 


With my whack, &c. 
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There you'll ſee my anceſtors glorious, 
The ſons of the brave O's and Mac's; 
Who died whene'er they were victorious, 
And after that ne'er turn'd their backs : 
Our heads are ſtout and full of valor, 
Our hearts are wiſe and full of brains : 
In love we ne'er bluſh nor change colour, 
And the ladies reward all our pains, 
With my. whack, &c.. 


Saint Patrick is till our Protector, 

He made us an iſland of ſaints, 
Drove out ſnakes and toads like a Hector, 

And ne'er ſhut his eyes to complaints: 
Then, if you would live and be friſky, 

And never die when you're in bed, 

Come to Ireland and tipple the whiſky, 

And drink ten years after you're dead. 

With my whack, &c.. 


S. O N G. 


THE NU PTIAL EVENING. 


HE lazy fun withdraws at laſt 
His too officious light ; 
And leaves the lovers now to taſte 
The pleaſures of the night 
Had Thetis, 'miſtreſsof the fun, 
Half Meliora's charms, 
The god his courſe had ſwifter run, 
And ruſh'd into her 4 8 
| 6 
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But, oh, ye am'rous pow'rs above, 
Who fill the glitt ring courts of Jove, 
Which of you all, bleſt as you are, 
Would not be the bridegroom here, 
And put off immortality, 

So ſweet, ſo ſweet a death to die. 


Lo Ws 
WHAT BOOTS IT WHERE THY aol bing LIEB 
Sung in the Opera of New Spain. 


HAT boots it where thy ſoldier lies ? 
Fond regret is folly ; 
O'er the files why ſtray thine eyes? 
Weeping widow'd Polly, 


On the bridge thy Henry fell, 
E may fall to-morrow: 

His death became a ſoldier well, 
Mourner check thy ſorrow. 


Ere night her ſorrows ſunk to reſt,, 
Pale grew. the roſe of beauty; 
And cold the hand her ſoldier preſt,. 
When call'd at dawn on duty. 


S0 NG. 
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S O N G 


THE, SAALoR's ADIEU;. 


DIEU, my love, my lovely fair, 
Yon flag calls me away ; 

To other climes I muſt repair, 

The winds upbraid my ſtay : 
Ye fanning zephyrs ceaſe awhile 

To fill th' expanded fail ; 
Let ocean's waves unruffled ſmile, 

Be calm each flutt'ring gale. 


For we muſt part awhile, my love, 
Awhile muſt bid adieu; 

But ſure no abſence can remove; 
A love ſo fix'd ſo true: 

For through whatever clime J roam, 
Or to what coaſt we ſteer, 

My ſoul with thee has fix'd its home, 
My heart lies anchor'd here. 


But when that homeward we return, 
And winds auſpicious blow, 
What raptures in my breaſt will burn, 
What thoughts of thee muſt flow: 
But hark, that gun calls me on board, 
I can.no longer ſtay, 
| Adieu, my love, my ſoul's ador'd, 
G. Adieu, I muſt obey, 


3 6 SONG. 
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S O NG. 
LET FAME SOUND THE TRUMPET. 


Sung by Mr. Johnſtone. 


ET fame ſound the trumpet, and cry, to the, 
war, 

Let glory re echo the ſtrain; 
The full tide of honor may flow from the ſcar, 

And heroes may ſmile on their pain: 
The treaſures of Autumn let %acchus diſplay, 

And ſtagger about with his bowl: 

On ſcience let ſol beam the luſtre of day, 

And wiſdom give light. to the ſoul. 


Let India unfold her rich gems to the view,. 
Each virtue each joy to improve; 

Oh! give me the friend that 1 know to be true, 

And the fair that I tenderly love: 

What's glory but pride? a vain bubble is fame, 
And riot the pleaſure of wine; 

What's riches but trouble? and title's a name, 
But friendſhip and love are divine. 
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THE CHANGES, 


Sung by Mr. Suet. 


he ' 


OME time ago I married a wife, : 
And ſhe, poor ſoul, was the plague of my life; 
I thought, when I loſt her, my troubles were done, 
But faith i found they're juſt begun ; 
Tho' ſhe's gone, 
Still 'tis all one. 
My troubles alas are juſt begun. 


A magiſtrate I next became, 
To be impartial was my aim: 
No diſtinction I made between great and ſmall, 
_ Plaintiffs, defendants, 1 fleec'd them all: 
Great and ſmall, 
Fleec'd them all, 
Turks and Chriſtians I cheated them all. 


In praiſe of honeſty, I've heard 
As policy 'tis much prefer'd ; 
Then if tis beſt in life's repaſt 
The daintieſt diſh I'll taſte the laſt; 
Honeſt at laſt, 
Tir'd of the paſt, 
Perhaps as a change Lmay try it at laſt, 


SONG. 
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SON G. 
BOB OF THE MILL, 


Sung in the Woodman, 


'Y heart is as honeſt and brave as the beſt, 

' My body's as ſound asa roach; 

Tho in gay fangled garments I never was dreſt, 
Nor ſtuck up my nob in a coach: 

** If fortune reluſes to flow with my ſtream, 

N My ſacks with her riches to fill, 

E Why ſurely tis fortune alone that's to blame, 
| And not honeſt Bob of the mill, 


| My breaſt is as artleſs and blithe as my lay, 
| From my cottage content never flies; 
| She is ſure to reward the fatigue of the day,. 
And I know how to value the prize: 
Would the girl that I love then but give me her hand, 
. The world it may wag as it will; 
ISR Fs 1 defy the firſt *{quire, or lord of the land, 
"8 — Todiſhonor plain Bob of the mill. 


SONG. 


nd, 


(Gs. 


SO N G, 
THE VILLAGERS, 


Sung in the Battle of Hexham, 


RIFTED ſnow no more is ſeen, 
Bluſt'ring winter paſſes by ; 
Merry ſpring comes clad in green | 
While woodlarks pour their melody: 
I hear him, hark, 
The merry lark, 
Calls us to the new mown hay 
Piping to our roundelay. 


When the golden ſun appears, 
On the mountain's-ſurly brow, 
When his jolly beams he rears, 
Darting joy behold {them now— 
Then, Oh hark, 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the new mown hay, 
Piping to aur roundelay. 


When the village-boy to field, 
Tramps it with his buxom laſs ; 


Feign ſhe would not ſeem to yield, 


Vet gets tumbled on the graſs: 
Then, then, oh hark, 
The merry lark, 


While they tumble in the hay, 
Pipes alone his roundelay. 
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What are honors? what's a court? 
Calm content is worth them all; 
Our honor lies in cudgel ſport, 
Our brighteſt court a greenſward ball 
Then, then, oh hark, 
The merry lark, 
Calls us to the new mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay. 


8 N 8. 


THE TOBACCO-BOX, 


A favorite Dialogue. 


HO! the fate of battle on to-morrow wait, 
Let's not loſe our prattle now, my charming 
Kate, 
Till the hour of glory love ſhould now take place, 
Nor damp the joys before you with a future caſe, 


Oh, my Thomas, ſtill be conſtant, {til} be true, 
Be but to your Kate as Kate is ſtill to you: 
Glory will attend you, ſtill will make us bleſt, 


With my firmeſt love my dear you're ſtill poſſeſt, 


No new beauties taſted I'm their arts above, 
Three campaigns are waſted but not ſo my love, 
Anxious ſtill about thee, thou art all I prize, 


Never, Kate, withoug thee, will I bung theſe eyes. 
Conſtant. 


ing 


Rant. 
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Conſtant to my Thomas I wil) ſtill remain, 

Nor think that I will leave thy fide the whole cam- 
paign ; 

But I'll cherifh thee and ſtrive to make thee bold, 

May'ſ thou ſhare the vict' ry, may'ſt thou ſhare the 
gold, 


If w ſome bold action I the halbert bear, 

Think what ſatisfaction when my rank you ſhare; 
Dreſt like any lady fair, from top to toe, 

Fine lac'd caps and ruffles then will be your due. 


If a ſerjeant's lady I ſhould a to prove, 
Linen ſhall be ready always for my love; 
Never more will Kate the captain's laundreſs be, 
I'm too pretty, Thomas, love for all but thee. 


Here, Kate, take my *bacco box, a ſoldier's all, 

If by Frenchmen's blows your Tom is doom'd to fall, 
When my life is ended thou may'ſt boaſt and prove, 
Thou'dſt my firſt, my laſt, my only pledge of love. 


Here, take back thy bacco box thou'rt all to me, 
Nor think but 1 will be near thee love to lee; 

In the hour of danger let me always ſhare, 

I'll be kept no ſtranger to my ſoldier's fare, 


Check that riſing ſigh, Kate, ſtop that falling tear, 

Come, my pretty comrade entertain no fear; 

But may heav'n befriend us, hark the drums com- 
mand, 


Now I will attend you, love I kiſs your hand. 
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can't ſtop theſe tears, tho' crying I diſdain, 

But muſt own tis trying hard the point to gain; 
May good heav'n defend thee, conqueſt on thee wait, 
Oue kiſs moie and then I give thee up to fate. 


8S ON G. 


WHITE MAN DON'T LEAVE ux. 
Sung by Mijs George, 


HITE man never go away, 
Tell me, why need you {tray ? 

Stay with your Wouſki ſtay, 

Wouſki won't leave yon: 
Cold moons are now coming in, 

Ah, don't grieve me; 
III wrap you in Leopard's ſkin, 

White man don't leave me. 


And when all the {ky is blue, 
Sun makes warm weather; 
Il catch you a cock-a-too, 
Dreſs. you in feather : 
When cold comes, or when 'tis hot, 
Ah, don't grieve me : 
Poor Wowſki will be forgot, 
White man don't leave me. 


NG . 


She and I drink tea together, | 
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3 0 N. 
FOLDEROODLE UMs ö 
Sung in the Highland Reel. | 
HEN I've money I am merry, | 
/ When I've none I'm very ſad, 


When I'm ſober I am civil, 
When I'm drunk I'm roring mad: 


With my fallal tidle tum, | 665 


Likewiſe toodle tcedle tum, | 
Not forgeting titherli, | 


And allo folderoodle um. 4 


When diſputing with a puppy, 1 


I convince him with a rap, i! 


And when romping with a girl, 


By accident I- tear a cap, | 


With my fal lal, &c, | 4 


Gadzooks ! I will never marry, 
I'm a lad that's bold and free; 
Yet I love a pretty girl— 
A pretty gitl is fond of me, a: 
- With my fal lal, &c, 


There's a maiden in a corner, 
Round, and found, and plump, and fat, 


But no matter, Sir, for that, 
With my fal lal, &c, 
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If this maiden be with bairn, 
As I do ſuppoſe ſhe be, 
Like good pappy I muſt learn, 


To dandle Jackey on my knee. 
With my fal lal, &c. 


S ON G. 


NOUGHT BUT LOVE, 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


N ftorms, when clouds obſcure the ſky, 

| jt) And thunders roll and lightnings fly, 
Mn In mid of all theſe dire alarms, 

| 1 I think, my Sally, on thy charms: 

. The troubled main, 

"BY The wind and rain, 

| 141 My ardent paſſion prove, 

1 Laſh'd to the helm, 

4 Should ſeas o'erwhelm, 

I'd think on thee, my love, 


| | | When rocks appear on ev'ry ſide, 
44 And art is vain the ſhip to guide, 
1 | In varied ſhapes when death appears, 
9 The thoughts of thee my boſom cheers : 
The troubled main, ; 
| The wind and rain, 
1 { My ardent paſſion prove, 
Ki! - Laſh'd to the helm, 
| Should ſeas o'erwhelm, 
I'd think on thee, my loves 1 
ut 


But 
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But ſhould the gracious pow'rs prove kind, 


* Diſpel the gloom, and ſtill the wind, 


And watt me to thy arms once mote, 
Safe to my long loſt native ſhore : 
No more the main 
I'd tempt again-- 
But tender joys improve ; 
I then, with thee, 
| Should happy be, 
And think on nought but love, 


Ns. 
THE HEN PECK'D GOD. 
Sung at the Anacreontic Society. 


7 UNO's a vixen, always ſcolding, 
Jove acts the part of Jerry Sneak 
Bully Mars cannot embolden 
Sniv' ling Jove to look or ſpeak : 
Tho' his nods make Colus quiver, 
When ſhe comes all goes to wreck ; 
At her preſence he will ſhiver, 
More ſo when he hears.her clack. 
Clack click clack, 
Ticky ticky tack — 
Oh, he cannot Rand her clack. 


All the qualities adorn her, 
That complete the ſcolding ſhrew ; 
Gods fly to ev'ry hole and corner, 
Whenever ſhe appears in view! 


Johnſon 
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Johnſon is to her a fool, Sir, 
None of his ſhrill notes ſhe lack, 
Tho' a female, ſhe will rule, Sir, 
With her daddles and her clack. | 
Clack click,clack, &c. 


Jove one day the Gods had met, Sir, 
Each was in a merry mood, 
Round the table joyous ſat, Sir, 
Momus by them laughing ſtood : 
But, alas! they look'd like aſſes, 
When, with noiſy thump and crack, 
Juno enter'd, broke the glaſſes, 
And began her uſual clack. 
| Clack click clack, &c. 


Oh, for ſhame, good Madam Juno, 
Momus cries—all this I bar— 
Saucy ruffian, I'll let you know, 
What it is with me to ſpar : 
'Pollo ſtrove in vain to pleaſe her, 
Quick ſhe gave him ſuch a ſmack, 
That no God there durſt to ſeize her, 
For her 3 and her clack. 
Clack click clack, &c, 


Jove cries peace, you ſaucy vixen, 
An't I maſter of the {ky ? 

Me you muſt not play your tricks on— 
Aye, ſays Juno, that we'll try : 


Come, pray troop, good Maſter Jerry, 


Or I'll wherk your brawny back; 


1 ſhall teach you to be merry, 


If you dare reſent my clack. 
Clack click clack, &c. 
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KN . 
WHEN FIRST 1 PLOUGH'D THE OCEAN, 
Sung at the Royal Grove, 


HEN firſt I plough'd the ocean, 
Oh zounds I thought it queer, 
The ſhip in ſuch commotion, 
I felt no little fear : 
With her pitching and daſhing, 
And all about ſplaſhing, 
And then you muſt know, 
Above and below, 
Hawling and bawling, 
Roaring, rain pouring, 
Thunder and 3 
Moſt terrible fright'ning 
Like me, you would think it Was damnable queer. 


But when the ſtorm was paſt, Sir, 
I then was ſick no more, 
1 climb'd aloft the maſt, Sir, 
And bid good bye to ſhore : 
I thought not of danger, 
I ſought then the foe, 
Above and below, 
Rattling and battling, 
Roaring and pouring, 
Thunder and lightning, 
Moſt terrible frightning, 
Like we, you would think it was damnable queer. 


M. B. : D ; | | SONGS 
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HOW HAPPILY MY LIFE I MED. 


A 

l | Sung by Mr, Dignum. 
4 | He happily my life led, 
= Without a day of ſorrow ; 
8 To plough and ſow, 

of To reap and mow, 


'þ No care beyond to-morrow : 

0 In heat or cold, in wet or dry, 

I never grumbled no not I; 

| My wife tis true, 

i} | Loves words a few, 

i What then, I let her prate; | 

q For ſometimes ſmooth and ſometimes rough, 

I found myſelf ſtill rich enough, 

In the joys of a humble ſtate, 


But when with law I craz'd my head, 
I loſt both peace and pleaſure 
Long ſays to hear, | | 
To ſearch and ſwear, | 
And plague beyond all meaſure: 
One grievance brought another on, 
My debts increas'd, my Rock is gone, 
My wife ſhe ſays 
Our means 'twill raiſe, 
What then, 'tis idle prate ; 
For ſometimes ſmooth and ſometimes rough, 
I found myſelf ſtill rich enough, 
In the joys of an humble ſtate. 


„ 
N. 
WHITHER MY Lovx. 
Sung in the Haunted Tower. 
HITHER, my love, ah! whither art thou gone? 
Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn : 


$ay, by thy heart, ſhall falſhood &er be known, 
Ah! no, no, no, I judge it by my own, 


The heart he gave with ſo much care, 
Which treaſur'd in my breaſt I wear, 

Still for its maſter beats alone, 

Tm ſure the ſelfiſh thing's his own. 


hy 8 NG. 


. A DROP OF A DRAM. 


Sung in Tippoo Saib. 


EARCH all the world over thro! all times and agea, 

And if you read hiſt'ry aright, 

ou'll find that great men ſrom the Kings to their 
Pages, 

Had as leave go to drink as to fight: 

hen be eaſy, dear creatures, ha done with complain» 

ing, 

Your trouble is all but a flam, 

To be ſure there's no ſport like the toils of cam - 
paigning, 

When cheer'd by the op of a dram. 

2 


They 


. 


They ſay the grand Turk ſwallows ocean's in private, 
And faith I believe in that ſame; 
He has drein'd his whole kingdom ſo wonderful dry, 
That the capital's all in a flame, 
| Then be eaſy, &c. 


Then there's the great Empreſs ye call ruſty ſuſty, 
A prince of a qucen to be ſure ; 

Don't we know the old devil gets wonderful boſky, 
And all thro' a thirſt aſter pow'r ? | 

Then be eaſy, &c, 


There's another great Emperor call'd King of Ger- 
many, 
Faith and he's none of the leaſt ; 
He hob-nobs with his friends, and to keep peace and 
harmony, 
Drinks with his ſword in his fiſt, 
Then be eaſy, &c, 


3 N. 
EACH PLEASURE TO HUNTING MUST YIELP, 


E ſportſmen for pleaſure and exerciſe born, 
For ſhame, leave your beds and ariſe with the 
morn, | 
The goddeſs Diana leads forth to the chace, 
And day, my brave fellows, breaks on us apace : 
The morn is right healthy, right healthy and clear, 
Fine ſport will attend us, my boys, never fear; = 
And now we're all ready, huzza for the held, 
Lach pleaſure to hunting ſweet hunting muſt yield. 


1 


Dur ſeeds are ſure footed, our dogs ſtanch and good, 
ate, MPrepar'd to encounter with lake, fence, and wood; 
Now Reynard have at ye, the hounds have a ſcent, 
And eager for blood on deſtruction are bent; 

Hark, hark, how the clamour reſounds to the ſpheres, 
he glorious confuſion enraptures the ears; 

DId crafty ſtill heads them the length of a held, 

ach pleaſure to hunting ſweet hunting mult yield. 


ary, 
&c. 


Vs 
5 


„&c. y Nimrod how charming the chace does improve, 
ills, vallies, and mountains apparently move; 

Ger- The fox is a ſtager, how daring he flies, 

Dogs, horſes, and huntſmen the bruſher defies; 

But ſee how he trembles, and halts to gain breath, 

low nothing can ſave him from imminent death, 

The harriers have ſeiz'd him, what ſhouts rend the field 

ach pleaſure to hunting, fweet hunting muſt yield. 


> and 


7, &c. 


8 0 N . 
T1PPOO DISCOMFITED, 
Sung by Mr. Taucet. 
th the SUSAN's the devil, there's no getting at her, 


She's always a romping, coqueting, od rot her: 

he's bobbing to one and the's nodding to t'other, 

e: o Dick, or to Tom, or to Jack, or his brother; 

Sar, ¶ thought ſhe lov'd me and I went up to ſound her, 

8 er eyes they went thro' me down I went like a flounder 
£ | D 3 

yield. 
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O fighting's the devil, there's none can deny it, 

If any one doubts it why pray let them try i. 

There's wars where you cut, flaſh, and ſhoot one anos» 
ther, 

There's news paper wars where you cut up your bros 
ther; 

I thought I'd have a touch, Suſan's ſpark 1'd bang 
ſound, Sir, 

But his fiſt came ſo hard down J went like a loundeyf 


O ſtarving's the devil, my maſter will tell ye, 

All pinching is good, even pinching the belly, 

Barley broth, greaſy haggis, and thick water gruel, 

Sing'd head, {hin of beef—then Suſan's fo cruel 

What with ſtarving and loving, I ſure ſhall be found 
Sir, 


Behind the door hanging, as dead as a flounder, 


S O N G. 


JACK SPRITSAIL'S DEPARTURE. 


ACK Fpritſail ſteer'd from Plymouth ſound, 
To leave his charming Sue; 
His voyage it was the world around, 
When thus he bade adieu: 
Farewell my love, don't weep for me, 


Tho' far I fail upon the ſea, 


„ 


With courage ſtor'd and heart that's true, 
I can no danger ſear; 
Ng» My only thought will be for you, 
My joy, and all that's dear : 
bros Farewell, my love, don't weep for me, 
Tho' far I fail upon the ſea, 


The winds may riſe and billows roar, 
dey Yet fate that rules above, 
May bring me to my native ſhore, 
To anchor with my love : 
Once more farewell, don't weep for mg, 
Tho' far I ſail upon the ſea. 


JA ; 
— The boatſwain pip'd all hands on board, 
ind; The boat row'd {wift to ſhore, 


While ſhe the friendly pow'rs implor'd.. 
Jack Spritſail to reſtore : 

Farewell he cry'd, farewell ſaid ſhe, 

May heav'n return my Jack to me. 


N.. 


ACROSS THE DOWNS THIS MORNING, 
Sung by Sig. Storace, 


CROSS the downs this morning, 
As betimes I chanc'd to go, 
A ſhepherd led his flock abroad, 
All white as driven ſnow: | 5 
Fith Ds .: But 


„ 


Jut one was moſt the ſhepherd's care, 

A lamb fo ſleek, ſo plump, ſo fair; 

Its wond'rous beauties in a word, 
To let you fairly know, 

Tas ſuch as Nelly from the fire, 

Took off not long ago. | 


This lamb ſo blithe as Midſummer, 
His frolic gambols play'd, 

And now of all the flock a head 
The pretty wanton ſtray'd ; 

A wolf that watch'd with greedy eyes, 

Puſh'd forth and ſeiz'd the tender prize: 

The ſhepherd ſaw and rais'd a ſtone, 
So round, ſo large, I vow, 

"Twas like the cake that Nelly laid, 
Upon the ſhelf juſt now. 


This monſt'ruos ſtone the ſhepherd flung, 
And well his aim he took ; 

Yet ſcarce the ſavage creature deign'd 
Around to caſt a look; 

But fled as ſwift with footſteps light, 

As he who brought the wine to night : 

I try'd to ſtop the thief, but he 

þ Turn'd round in rage, good lack! 

So mad the lawyer ſcarce can be, 


That's hid in yonder ſack. 


1 


8 N . 


THE PRETTY GENTLEMAN, 


AM, gads me, a gentleman, 
Renown'd for pretty ſpeeches ; 
I walk 'till dark 
About the park, 
In boots and leather breeches: 
My father was no matter who, 
Tis needleſs, Sir to ſay ; 
My lodging is a ſecret too, 
I change it every day : 
My ſnutt-box, chain, 
And twelve inch cane, 
I never do forget, 
I bid the tradeſmen call again, 
And keep my caſh to entertain 
Friend Bob and my miſtreſs Bet. 


L viſit oft' the coffee-houſe, 


And ſpend there my bad halfpence; 


If Bob I lee, 
He pays for me, 
So happy 1 eſcape hence: 
When caſh abounds I love to ſhine 
In this and that hotel ; 
] pick my teeth and drink my wine, 
To da which I like well: 
Ds 
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But I, when low, 
To Simpſon's go, 
A ſmall allowance get 
Then ſtudy ways and means at night, 
That I may with good cheer invite, 
Friend Bob and my miſtreſs Bet, 


I've ſtudied all the faireſt oaths, 
Tis ſplit me, Sir, or dem me; 
In ſhort I ſwear, 
With greater air, 
Than Billy, Jack, or Jemmy : 
When tis half price, to Drury-Larte- 
I go to lee the play; 
Or Covent-Garden, where I fain 
Would loll the time away— 
There with my glaſs, 
I ſpy each laſs, 
And all the folks are met: 
That I may ſhow myſelf and ſee 
If peradventure there may be 


Friend Bob and my Miſtreſs Bet. 


I call or friends at three o'clock, 
To be to dine invited; 
With Bob, my friend, 
I often ſpend \, 
My ſundays quite delighted ; 
For this friend Bob, as you muſt know, 
Is my dear Betty's ſpouſe ; 
So out of friendſhip do I go, 
To this young couple's houſe;. 
| Thee 


Thea? 
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There free I make, 
My bottle take 
And never do forget, 
When the huſband is away, 
With ſecret kiſſes to repay, 
Friend Bob and my Miſtreſs Bet. 


S 0 N . 
Now OR NEVER, 


Sung by Mrs. Leaver, 


S walking t' other day alone, 
] met with handſome Harry, 
Who truly quite audacious grown, 
Requeſted would I marry : 


But when I told him, no not I, 


He figh'd and look'd fo clever, 
I could have ſaid, I know not why, 
Come, take me now or never. 


Poor Harry cry'd, ſweet girl forbear, 
Take pity on my paſhon : 
Indeed faid I, Sir, are you there? 
Deceit is all the faſhion : 
But oh, he ſwore, he'd ſooner die, 
Than give me up for ever; 
Why dilly dally then, thought I, 
Come, take me now or never. 
D 6 | Rat 


1 


But all I ſaid could nought avail, 
The ſly, the roguiſh Harry, 
So preſs'd his {ond his tender tale, 
Poor I agreed to marry : | B 
I could not leave him in the lurch, Y 
Who pleaded love ſo clever, 
So ſmiling cry'd, pray lead to church, 
Come, take me now or never. 7 


Ss. 0 :N G. 
IRISH WAY TO LIVE A LITTLE LONGER, 
Sung by Mr. Jchnſtone. 


N Carlow town there liv'd a maid, 
More ſweet than flowers at day break; 
Their vows contending lovers paid, 
But none of marriage dar'd to ſpeak: 
Firſt, with a ſigh, 
Tas oh! 1 die, | 
Each day my paſſion's ſtronger ; 
When ſprightly Nancy ſtraight would ſay, 
You'll die, dear Sir, the Iriſh way, 
To live a little date. | 


At length grown jealous: Venus cries, 
Her pride is paſt all bearing; 

And ſtraight ſent Mars down from the ſkies, 
In form of Captain Daring, 


| Fir 
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Firſt with a ſigh, 
He cry'd I die, 

The god found paſſion ſtronger ; 
But ſprightly Nancy ſtill did ſay, 
You'll die, dear Sir, the Iriſh way, 

To live a little longer. 


At length he like a ſoldier preſs'd, 
And quickly ſaw that Nancy ; 
The ſnow was thaw'd all in her breaſt, 
A ſoldier caught her fancy : 
With downcaſt eye, 
She heav'd a ſigh, 
Her paſſion {till grew ſtronger 
And Nancy was oblig'd to ſay, 
I'll die myſelf the Iriſh way, 
To live a little longer. 


S S N 6: 
THE FISHERMAN, 


Sung by Mr. Grey. 


AM, d'ye ſee, a ſiſnerman, 
And fear no wind et weather, 
While mate and I | 
Our tackle try, 
And friendly haul together : 
When o'er the beach high breakers daſh, 
We nr rep afloat; 


And 
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And, cheek by jowl, 
Contented troll 
Where fiſh are to be caught: 
Well fenc'd within, our boſom light, 
Full readily we go, 
And ſtill, when ſtormy dangers preſs, 
No men alive mind dangers leſs, 
Than I and my partner Joe. 


Some dread the winds and ſome the waves, 
»Tis all an idle notion; 
More cruel foes, 
No ſeaman knows, 

Than thoſe which ſkirt the ocean: 
When winds and waves the veſſel ſpare, 
Fell rocks and ſands devour, | 

And worſe than they, 
Like beaſts of prey, 
| Oft landſmen prowl the ſhore : 
But ſhould we live on ſad diſtreſs, 
Like ſavage lubbers? No: 
And o'er the deck when dangers preſs, 
No men alive mind plunder leſs 
Than L and my partner Joe. 


S O N G. 
LEADER-HAUGHS AND YARROW, 


HE morn was fair, ſaſt was the air, 
All nature's ſweets were ſpringing, 
The buds did bow with ſilver dew, 


Ten thouſand birds were ſinging: 
| — - When 


(07:7 
When on they bent with blithe conſent. 


Young Jamie ſang his marrow : 
Nae bonnier laſs e'er trod the graſs, 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


How ſweet her face where ev'ry grace, 
In heav'nly beauty's planted ; 

Her ſmiling een, and comely mien, 
That nae perfection wanted: 

I'll never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow, 

If her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 
My mind ſhall ken nae ſorrow. 


Yet tho' ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 
Of every charm inchanting, 

Each good turns ill, and ſoon will kill 
Poor me, if love be wanting: 

O, bonny laſs, have but the grace, 
To think ere ye gae further, 

1 Your joys maun flit if you commit 
4 The crying fin of murder. 


My wand'ring ghaiſt will ne'er get reſt, 
But day and night affright ye; 

But if you're kind and joy ful mind, 
Fil ſtudy to delight ye: 

Our years around with love thus crown'd, 
From all things joy ſhall borrow; 

Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we, 

. On Leader-haughs and Yarrow.. 


( 64 ) Wo 


O, ſweeteſt Sue, tis only you, 
Can make life worth my wiſhes ; 
If equal love your mind can move 
To grant this beſt of bliſſes : 
Thou art my ſun, and thy leaſt frown 
Would blaſt me in the bloſſom ; 
But if thou ſhine, and make me thine, 
III flouriſh in thy boſom, 


l 
i! 
| | 
þ 
1 
| 


S8 O N 6. 
© WHACK'S JOURNEY TO PARIS, 


Sung in Notoriety, 


OU may talk of a brogue, and of Ireland, ſweet - 
k nation, 
. And of bulls, and of howls, and palaver, comme ca; 
But, mon dieu, its no more to the french boderation, 
Than vin de Bonrdeaux like to ſweet Uſquebaugh: 
If I go back again blood and euns how Tl] wriggle, 
And congece and caper and make the folks ſtare; 
And inſtead of potatoes how, Shelah will gigele, 
When I cries Ma"artuſelle hand me that ſweet Pom- 
. mede terre: 
With their petit chanſon Caira, caira, 
Mlalbrook, mermington, and their dans votre lit, 
By the powr's they're all nonſenſe and bodder agrah, 
To our didderoo bubberor whack lango lee, 


Ok 
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Oh mon jolly tight Shelagh ah, how could I ſcorn her, 
When I lov'd her ſo dearly, ma foi hubbaboo ; 
And go round the globe, aye, from corner to corner, 


For ſoup maigre, la dance, and for frogs and virtu: | 


And then to forſake magnifique Tipperaro, 
For pavre Verſailles and its capering throng ; 
And eat fricaſees only fit for a fairy, 
Inſtead of ſubſtantial roaſt beef de mutton. 
With their petit, &e. 


Oh, I kiſs'd a Griſette, who halloo'd out ma fi done, 
And yet I conſol'd her all night and all day; 
To be ſure and I was not her {weet Iriſh Cupidon, 
Her petit mignon, and mi lord Anglois: 
But when ſhe found out ſans ſix ſous was poor whack, 
Sir, 
It was allez miſerable diable John Bull, 
So I een gave this blarneying frenchified cat, Sir, 
Or good wholeſome Shillilagh a compleat ſtomack 
fall. 
With their petit, &8, 


. 
BRAVE HAL, 


" TERE, full of ſcars, lies brave Ha! Brazen 
For whom the corps has griev'd ; 
He'll ne'er ſtand centry for this reaſon, 
By death he's now reliev'd : 
Five feet ſix inches he was counted, 
And brave with all 'tis ſaid: 
The guard by him's no longer mounted, 
He reſts in honor's bed. 
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Hal never from his corps deſerted, 
He'd face a ball or ſword; 

His regiment he oft' diverted, 
And Moll his wife ador'd : 

How oft' did he againſt the foe march, 
Purſuing all that fled ; 

Farewell his quick ſtep and his flow march, 
He halts in honor's bed. 


Yet Hal above ſhall be promoted, 
When his commander great, 
T'advance the brave, the good, and noted, 
Will give his orders ſtrait : 
To handle arms when word is given, 
And trumpets call the dead, 
Hal, to be billeted in heav'n, 
Shall wake from honor's bed. 


S O NG. 
"ERE AROUND THE HUGE OAK. 
Sung by Mr. Darley. 
IT] RE around the huge oak that o'erſhadows yon 


mill, 
The fond ivy had dar'd to entwine ; 
Ere the church was a ruin that nods on the hfll, 
Or the rook built his neſt on the pine. 


Could I trace back the time —a far diſtant date, 
Since my forefathers toil'd in this field : 

And the farm I now hold on your honor's eſtate, 
Is the fame that my grandfather till'd. 


] 
- 


EF 


Me dying bequeath'd to his ſon a good name, 
Which uunlullicd deſcended to me, 

For my child I've preſerv'd it unblemiſh'd with ſhame, 
And it ſtill from a ſpot ſhall be free, 


S ON G. 


CHARMING VILLAGE MAID, 
Sung in the Farmer, 


HARMING village maid, 
If thou wilt be mine, 
In gold and pearls array'd, 
All my wealth is thine: 
If not enjoy'd with thee, 
E'en nature's beauties fade: 
Sweeteſt do but love me, 
Charming village maid, 


Had Iyon ſhepherd's care, 
Your lambs to feed and fold, 
The dog-ſtar heat I'd bear, 
And winter's piercing cold: 
Well pleas'd I'd toil for thee, 
At harrow. flail, or ſpade ; 
Sweeteſt do but love me, 
Charming village maid, 
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This morn, at early dawn, 
I had a hedge-roſe wild; 
Its ſweets perfum'd the lawn, 
£ "Twas ſportive nature's child: 
| My lovely fair, for thee 
| Tranſplanted from the glade ; 
Sweeteſt do but love me, 
Charming village maid, 


3 S O N G. 

. © HOW 1 LONG TO BE A BRIDE, 

[+ * YOUNG William is the ſweeteſt youth, 
* That e' er to maid proteſted truth ; 

* Whene'er he's by my heart is light, 

6 2. But heavy when he's out of fight : 

TV I know not how, but ſo it is, 

S I often wiſh that TI were his; 


Ah! ſweet would then the minutes glide ! 
O how I wiſh to be a bride, 


My father ſwears, my mother rants, 

My brother raves, my ſiſter cants, 

Aunts, uncles, couſins, all agree, - 
That William's not the lad for me: 

But ſure they do not know me well, 

To think I mind what ſtuff they tell; 

That he is not muſt yet be try'd— 

O how I long to be a bride, 


Next 


1 


Next Sunday, when they're all at church, 
By Jove we'll leave them in the lurch; 
"Tis then the time we've fix'd to go, 
Where each relation little know: 

But ſure it is they'll burn with ſpleen, 
'To find we're off for Gretna-Green. 
And then we ſhall, whate'er betide— 

O howT long to be a bride. 


I NEVER CAN LOVE NONE BUT YOU, 
Sung by Mr. Darley. 


mind is diſtracted, my heart's in a flamez 
My ſenſes are quite led aſtray ; 
The villagers chide me and ſay I'm to blame, 
For being leſs happy than they : 
But taunts and reproofs I can eaſily bear, 
So thou, my weet Nancy be true; 
For this I proteſt and moſt ſolemnly ſwear, 
I never can love none but you. 


Whenever requeſted to join in che dance, 
At eve on the green, or the fair; 

Both timid and ſlowly Tm ſure to advance, 
If Nancy, ſweet Nancy's not there: 

But, oh! if I ſee her among the gay throng, 
My breaſt glows with rapture anew, 

My heart is elated, and this is my ſong, 
I never can love none but you. 


- 


By thy Titian, or Handel oh be not unkind 
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My fair is diveſted of guile and deceit, 


In her all the virtues combine ; 


And ſurely the journey of life would be ſweet, 


Would Nancy, dear Nancy be mine: 
Come then, lovely girl, to my wiſhes agree, 
And love's gentle mandate purſue ; 5 
My heart ne er can wander, ſweet Nancy, from thee, 
I never can love none but you. 


8 O N G. 


STREBHON'S ADDRESS, 


Y that eye which eclipſes the ſtars playful light, 
By thoſe teeth which may rival the pearls gloſſy 
white, 
By a ſhape nature form'd to diſtribute delight, 
Your Strephon is faithful, ſweet Mary: 
By that mind which to ſcience the gods have inclin' a, 
By thoſe wonderful talents which taſte has refin'd, 


To the youth who adores lovely Mary. 


If a temper more ſmooth than the Po's glaſſy ſtream, 

United to cheerfulneſs claims not eſteem, 

Then all life is no more than a phantom or dream, 
And Strephon in truth loves not Mary: 


But as ſure as exiſtence is more than a dream, 


And as ſure as that excellence muſt meet eſteew, 
So ſure is poor Strephon in love to extreme, 
With the charming, the elegant Mary. 


(23:3 


S8 ON . 


THE WOUNDED SOLDIER, 


Sung by Mr. Gray. 


HE vainly ambitious may proudly recite, 
Their glory in arms and their ardor in flight ; 
Relate the deſtruction they burl'd on the foe, 

And boaſt of the conqueſts attending each blow : 
Such pompous effuſions belong not to me, 

Old England defending I fought to be free, 


Truly brave is the ſoldier, poſſeſſing a breaſt, 
Where mercy reſides to relieve the diſtreſs'd ; 1 
Or, viewing with pity the bloody ſtain'd blade, - 
Heaves a figh at the havoc his valor had made; * 
And when in gay triumph his captives are led, 95 
Props a tribute to nature — tear for the dead. N 


Commiſſion'd with carnage the balls ſwiftly fly, 1 
Poor me they've bereft of a limb and an eye; ; 14 
But why at their loſs ſhould. I weakly repine, : 
They are lent to the wars, only gone for a time, Ah 
And when from death's ſlumber, I'm bade to awake, 1 


Return'd to their home their old ſtations will take. * 


Should new conflicts ariſe and my King want ſupport, NY 
To the ſtandard of honor F'H cheerful reſort, 
Tho' partly diſabled no dangers III fly, 

Tis the pride of a ſoldier to conquer or die: 
But if heav'n indulgent will grant my requeſt, 
With peace, lovely peace may we ever be bleg. 
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A SMILE FROM THE GIRL OF MY HEART. 


— 2 - 


Sung by Mr. Blanckard. 


41 N the world's crooked path where I've been, 
3 [1 There to ſhare in life's gloom my poor part, 
Jl The ſunſhine that ſoſten'd the ſcene 

| Was, a ſmile from the girl of my heart. 


1 Not a ſwain when the lark quits her neſt, 
| ' 3 But to labour with glee will depart, 
© | If at eve he expects to be bleſt, 
With a ſmile from the girl of his heart. 


Come then croſſes and cares as they may, 
Let my mind ſtill this maxim impart, 

That the comfort of man's fleeting day, 
Is a ſmile from the girl of his heart. 


SONG, 
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Ss O N GC. 


TOBY PHILPOT, 
Sung by Mr. Johnſtone. 


EAR Sir, this brown jug that now foams with 
mild ale, 

(In which I will drink to ſweet Kate of the Vale) 

Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 

As e'er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl, 

In boozing about 'twas his praiſe to excel, 

And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


It chanc'd as in dog days he ſat at his eaſe, 

In a flow'r- woven arbour as gay as you pleaſe ; 
With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
and he died ſull as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 

And time into clay had diſſolv'd it again, 

A potter found out in a covert ſo ſnug, | 
And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug. 
Now, ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
I'll drink to my lovely ſweet Kate of the Vale, 


MM, Be E SONG. 
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S O N G. 


OLD AGNES, 
(Sequel to the Toby Plulpet) 
Sung by Mr. Chambers. 


Y true honeſt fellows who ſmoke with ſuch glee, 
To beg your attention for once I make free, 


And ſins of our pipes whilſt thus merry and ſnug, 


We ſoften our cares as we lighten our jug: 
This jug which from Toby its origin boaſts, 
Old Toby, whoſe mem'ry enlivens the toaſt, 


Toby's fame like his 1ize, ſpread ſo great by his ale, 
That for Agnes no room could be found in the tale ; 
Honeſt Agnes the ſocial ſupport of his life, 

Both for quaffing and ſize was well pair'd as his wife; 
Therefore ſinging her praiſe, we with joy will regale, 
Whilſt our pipes and our jug give a zeſt to our ale, 


The potter who ſhrewdly found Toby's remains, 

Thought to viſit again there might anſwer his pains, 

Where, jn brief, he found Agnes, whoſe death, as her 
ife, 

Made her qualify'd duly to lie as his wife: 

Her fair fame all the village inceſſantly quote, 

Whoſe Vicar the following epitaph wrote, 


Agnes 


gnes 


(73.3 
Agnes Philpot, the wife of old Toby, renown'd, 


Who liv d whilſt on earth, now lies dead in the ground; 


The care of her grieving for Toby to bilk, 

© She ſoften'd her ſorrows with Brandy and milk: 
Swoln with ſilky ſhe thriv'd till her ſkin gave a crack, 
When death popping in laid her here on her back. 


At theſe lines our good potter a happy thought ſtarted, 

That Toby and Agnes ſhould never be parted ; 

So he took of her clay, which was white as her milk, 

And temper'd with brandy 'till ſoſter than ſilk, 

'Then forming theſe pipes, he advis'd, fly and ſnug, 

That we kiſs her fair clay, and ſhake hands with his 
Jugs 


*. 
THE GLORIES OF MASONRY» 


Sung by Mr. Collins, 


| HILE ſcience yields a thouſand lights 
To irradiate the mind; 
Let us that nobleſt art purſue, 
Which dignifies mankind: 
Then to maſonry huzza, - 
Whoſe Art and myſt'ry coincide 
With goſpel and with law. 
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T 
The pompous dome, the gorgeous hall, 
The temple's cloud capt tower, U 
The Maſons glory ſhall proclaim, 
Till time's remoteſt hour. 
Then ts maſonry, &c. by 


Yet he who thinks our art confin'd, 
To meer domeſtic Laws, A 
As well might judge great nature's works, 
Sprung up without a cauſe, 
| Then to maſonry, &c. 


Ideal fabricks te uprear, 


Some fools think all our art; 
But little dream what plans we draw, 
To form an upright heart. | 
Then to maſonry, &e. 


The plumb we poiſe and clear each clog, 
Which hangs about the ſtring ; 

And each unruly paſſion's flight 
Within due compaſs bring, 


* 


AIG to maſonry, &c. 


Religion's all enlightning page, 
We ſpread before our eyes; 

By which we're taught thoſe ſteps to trace 
Which lead us to the ſkies. 


Then to maſonry, & 


The ſummum bonum hence we learn, 
To which true maſonry tends, a 
Our brethren as ourſelves to love, . 
And all mankind as friends. 


Then to maſonry, Kc. 


! 


The good Samaritan to prove, 
To all, and ev'ry where, 

Upon the level ſtill to meet, 
And part upon the ſquare. 
| Then to maſonry, &c, 


Upon this rock we'll ſtand when worlds 
To oblivion are conſign'd; 
And viſions baſeleſs fabrick like, 
Leave not a wreck behind, 
Then to maſonry, &c, 
Ce | | 


Ss © N. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


F in the Park, as uſual, my walk I ſhould purſue, 
And civilly accoſt a Mifs—my pretty, how d'ye do? 
o chang'd the times cach Miſs is ture my meaning to 
miſconſtrue, | 
And jumps, and ſqueaks, and cries aloud, O, heavens, 
there's the monſter : 
You naſty thing, 
You'll ſurely {wing, 
Po And then ſhe'll ſwear, 
'T would make you ſtare, 
She ſaw me ready to O rare, 


8. 


To ſtab her thro' the petticoat, 
Exactly like the Monſter. | 
E g My 
&c. 
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My 1 really ſomewhat ſhort, but what's the uſe 
of that, 
The Monſter too is monſtrous thin, and I am mon- 
ſtrous fat; | 
But not a word the lady hears, determin'd to miscon- 
ſtrue, 
And up to Bow-Street I'm convey'd to try if I'm the. 
Monſter: 
Of ſuch a ſnare, 
Ye beaus beware, 
Or chuſe a maid 
Who will not ſwear, 
She ſaw you ready to——OQO rare, 
To ſab her thro' the petticoat, 
Exactly like the Monſter, 


And when before the Juſtices, what juſtice tis to ſee, 
Of Monſters there's already charg'd two hundred good 
as me; 
For ev'ry Miſs thro' all the town this ſcheme can aptly 
conſtrue, 
"Tis touch and take — ſo if you touch, ſhe takes you 
for the monſter, | 4 
*Gainſt ſuch a league, 
Adieu intrigue, 
For, ye fair 
I truly ſwear, 
You'll find me ready to O rare 
But not to ſtab the petticoat, 
For I am not the Monſter, 
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SO NG. 
THE DOCTSINE OF AN ISRAELIVE, 


Written by Mr. Collins. 


ONCE was but a pedlar, and my ſhop wasin my 
box, 
So ſure as I'm a ſmouſh and my name is Mordeca, 
And I cheated all the world in ſpite of whipping poſt 
or ſtocks, 
For I never ſticks for trifles when there's moneys in 
the way: 


I had gold rings of copper gilt, and ſo I got my bread, 


With ſealing wax of brickduſt and pencils without lead. 


In my pick pack, nick nack, 
Tick tack, gim crack, 
Twing twang, twink lum dee⸗ 
And ſing ting ring, 
Tin the clink, 
To chink is the muſic ill for me, 


To make up goods the cheaper ſome people ſteal the 
| {tuff, 
And by ſelling of good bargains they never want 
for trade, 
But I could always find the way to ſell them cheap 
enough, 
As you know 'tis quite as eaſy for to ſteal them 
ready made: | 
| E 4 And 


680) 
And tho' I'm not a Chriſtian, I ſhould think it vey 


great fin, 
When a ſtranger comes acroſs me if I would not take 
him in. 


With my pick pack, &c. 


Or ſuppoſe I do the buſineſs of a Doctor or a prieſt, 

And in want of my aſſiſtances a poor man ſent for 

me; 5 
As in doing of my duty I would myſelf at leaſt, 

If I ſpy a good fat piece of pork, and he could give 
. no fee, | 
He may think I would refuſe it, bleſs my ſoul he is 
| miſtaken, 

J could ſell it, if not eat it, ſo that would not ſave his 
bacon, 


With my pick pack, &a 


Or if I was a judge, or a juſtice of the peace, 
Whenever proſecutors bring a thief before the bench, 
If they ſwear upon the book till they all was black in 

the face, 
Let the priſoner uſe good arguments 2 fig for evi- 
dienee: 

But if the rogue was pennyleſs, my work I would go 
through, 8 | 
As my conſcience would not let me rob the gallows of 
its due. 
| With my pick pack, &e. 


Or ſuppoſe I was in Parliament, the ſcheme I would 
propoſe, 
So ſure as I'm a ſmouſh and my name is Mordecai ; 
| | Wou'd 


( 31) 
wou. d be like the little plough boy, to ſell my ayes 


and noes, 
For I ne'er ſticks for trifles when there's monies in 
the way : 
And before I would ſtand out, where there's plenty of 
the pelf, 


If the devil was the purchaſer, by Gd I'd fell my- 


ſelf. 
With my pick pack, &c. 


$ 0 N 6. 


WINDS SOFTLY TELL MY LOVE, 
Sung in the Farmer. 


INDS ſeſtly tell my love, 
\ \ You have brought home his dove, 


Say, poor Louiſa flies to her mate: 
Smooth was the ocean, 
Swift was our motion, 

He was my haven, and abſence my fate. 


Yet the lambs ſtraying, 
Thro' the meads playing, 
Cropping wild flow'rs on the precipice brink: 
Joys ſurrounding, 
Sporting, bounding, 
Nor on fond Phillis the wanton will think, 
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$ O N. 


Sung by Sig. Storace. 


ITH lowly ſuit and plantive ditty, 
I call the tender mind to pity, 
My friends are gone, my heart 1s beating, 
And chilling poverty's my lot, 
From paſſing ſtrangers aid entreating, 
I wander thus alone, forgot: 
Believe my woes, my want's diſtreſſing, 


And heav'n reward you with its bleſſing. 


Here's tales of love and maids forſaken, 
Of battles fought and captives taken : 4 
The jovial tar ſo boldly ſailing, 
Or caſt upon ſome deſert ſhore ; 
'The hapleſs bride his loſs bewailing, 
And fearing ne'er to ſee him more: 
Relieve my woes, my want's diſtreſſing. 
And heay'n reward you with its bleſſing. 


SONG. 
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S O NS. 


THE MUSICAL GOD. 
Sung at the Apollo Gardens. 


1 to muſic and ſong, 
My liſe glides away in delight, 
Sweet harmony leads me along, 
And ſweet pleaſure my ſenſes invite: 
Each rapture that joy can impart 
Attends, if I give but a nod; 
How can I but love with my heart, 
Apollo, the muſical god. 


This garden's the manſion of fame, 
His lyre the fountain of ſweets; 


Cecilia performs on the ſame, 
And echo each number repeats. 


Dull apathy ſhuns the retreat, 
So near to celeſtials above; 


And concord, who hal low'd the ſeat, 


Has nam'd it the temple of love. 


E 6 


Each rapture, &c. 


Each rapture, &c. 


SONG. 
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S O N G. 
WAS 1 RIGHT, OR WAS I NOT, 


Sung at the Apollo Gardens. 


AS I right or was J not, 
Tell me girls, and tell me true; 

You I mean who've huſbands got, 

Was I wrong to do ſo too? 
Ne—]I'm ſure to die a maid 

Ne'er was meant to be my lot: 
Hymen call'd and I obey'd, 

Was I right or was I not? 


When the youth that pleas'd my mind 


Told his love in language ſweet, 
Could I ſee him fond and kind 

Sigh and Ianguiſh at my feet ? 
No, no, no, it was in vain, 

Frowns and threats were quite forgot ; 
Soon at church I eas'd his pain, 

Was I right or was I not ? 


This I know, a ſingle life 
Never was deſign'd for me: 

No, no, no, tis nought but ſtrife, 
That you ſurely will agree: 

Girls get married - that's your plan- 


Cupid will aſſiſt the plot: 


Ehen, like me, ſecure your man 


Was I right or was I not ? 


25 


S O N. 


MISS IN HER TEENS, 


TIT, a tit, they call me yet, 
And Miſs do this and Miſs do that; 
Then there's Mamma ſhe can't forget 
That fooliſh way, my cheeks to pat: 
My doll I us'd to fondle fo, 
But girls like me it much demeans: 


| Beſides, I'd have my mother know 


I'm not a child tho' in my teens. 


Where'er I go 'tis, pray take care, 
Be home in time, and don't ſtay late: 
Pray, dear Mamma, your caution ſpare, 
III ne'er be teaz'd at ſuch a rate: 
No, no, I cannot bear it long, 
And, gad, if nothing intervenes, 
(Tho' you perhaps may deem it wrong) 
PI fly to Edward in my teens. 


He ſays I'm not a bit too young, 
And truly I believe I'm not ; 
Then there's ſuch magic in his tongue, 
I ſure could give him all I got: 
And when I ſay I'll be his wife, 
He talks of ſuch enchanting ſcenes, 
That day, good-by, to Miſs for life, 
m then a woman in my teens. 


SONG, 
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Sung by Mrs. Bland. 


ITFLE thinks the townſman's wiſe, 
While at. home ſhe tarries, 
What muſt be the laſs's life 
Who a ſoldier marries; 
Nor with weary marching ſpent, 
Dancing now before the tent 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 


With her jolly ſoldier. 


In the camp at night ſhe lies, 
Wind and weather ſcorning, 
Only griev'd her love muſt riſe, 
And quit her in the morning : 
But the doubtful ſkirmiſh done, 
Blithe ſhe ſings at ſetting fun : 


Should the Captain of her dear, 
Uſe his vain endeavour, | 
(Whiſp'ring nonſenſe im her ear) 
Two fond hearts to ſever : 
At his paſſion ſhe will ſcoff, 
Laughing thus ſhe'll put him of, 


Lira, &c. 
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$ ON. 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


main with darkneſs mantled o'er, 
The howling tempeſt blew; 
Yet dread of ſeeing thee no more, 


Was all the fear I knew: 


Tho! out of ſight, ne'er out of mind, 


Thy failor always true, 


Regarded more than waves or TOLL 


The fighs of lovely Sue. 


But when we met the hanghty foe, 


LOVELY SUE, 


And bullets round us flew : 


With double ſtrength I gave each blow, 


To merit thee, my Sue: 


Tho' out of ſight ne'er out of mind, 
grew, 
In fancy's glaſs to lovers kind, 
I gaz'd on thee my Sue. 


My heart ſtill fonder 


( 83 ) 


S O N . ö 
CORPORAL CASEY. 
Sung in the Siege of Calais. 


HEN I was at home I was merry and friſky, 
My dad kept a pig and my mother ſold whiſky; 
My uncle was rich, but would never be caſy, 
Till I was enliſted by Corporal Caſey : 
Och, rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey, 
My dear little Shelah I thought would run crazy, 
When I trug'd away with tough Corporal Caſey. 


I march'd from Kilkenny, and as I was thinking 

On Shelah, my heart in my boſom was ſinking ; 

But ſoon I was forc'd to look freſh as a daiſey, 

For fear of a drubbing from Corporal Caſey : 

Och, rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey, 

'The devil go with him, I ne'er cou'd be lazy, 43 > 
He ſtuck in my 1kirts ſo, ould Corporal Caſey, | 


We went into battle, I took the blows fairly 
That fell on my pate, but they bother'd me rarely; 
And who ſhould the firſt be that dropt? Why, an't 
pleaſe ye, 
It was my good friend, honeſt Corporal Caſey. 
Och, rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal Caſey, ; 
Thinks I you are quiet and I ſhall be eaſy, 
So eight years I've fought without Corporal Caſey. 


N 
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GRAND CHORUS. 


ENGLISH, 


Rear onr Engliſh banner high, 

In token proud of victory, | 
Where'er our god of battle ſtrides ; 

Loud ſounds the trump of fame, 
Where'er the Engliſh warrior rides, 

May laurel'd conqueſt grace his name. 


FRENCH, 


Yet on the victor's heart let truth engrave, 
That heav'n-born mercy beſt becomes the brave. 


ENGLISH. 


Rear, rear the Engliſh banner high, 
In token proud of victory, 


$ ON G. 
Sung by Mrs, Bland. 
MY ZELICA NOW, 


12 to think that my ſoldier's ſo bold, 

To ſee with what danger he gets all his gold; 

Yet, danger all over, 'twill keep out the cold, 
And we ſhall be warm when we're married. 


Far 
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For riches, tis true that T covet them not, 
Unleſs tis to better my dear ſoldier's lot, 


And he ſhall be maſter of all I have got, 
The very 6: moment we're married. 


My heart, how it beats ! but to look to the day, 

In church, when my father will give me away ; 

But that I ſhall laugh at, I've heard many ſay, 
A day or two after we're married. 


GRAND CHORUS, 


Sound, ſound in ſolemn ſtrains and low, 
Dully beat the muffled drum, 

Bid the hollow trumpet blow, 

In dreaded tones, clear, firm, and low, 
For, ſee the Patriot hero come. 

Peace to their noble ſouls, their bodies die, 

Their fame ſhall flouriſh long in memory: 

Recorded ſtill in future years, 

Green in a nation's gratitude and tears. 

Peace to the heroes, peace, who yield their blood, 

And periſh nobly for their country's good. 


— — 


DUE x. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter and Mrs, Bland. 
MRS, BLAND, 


OULD you to battle march away, 
And leave me here complaining ? 


m ſure *twould break my heart to ſtay, 


When you we're gone campaigning : 


» $,.* 


Ah, 
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Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon, 
Cou'd never quit her rover ; 
Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Would go with you all the world over. 


— - 


MR. BANNISTER, 
Cheer, her, 3 my lows, you ſhall not grieve, 
A ſoldier true you'll find me; 
1 ſhou'd not have the heart to leave 
My little girl behind me: 
Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Should never quit her rover : 
Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Shall go with me all the world over. 


MR. BANNISTER, 


And can you to the battle go, 
To woman's fear a ſtranger ? 


MRS, BLAND, 


No fear my breaſt will ever know, 
But when my love's in danger : 
Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 
Fears only for her rover ; 
Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 


Will go with you all the world over, 
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BOTH, 
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Then let the world jog as it will, 
Let hollow friends forſake us; 
We hoth ſhall be as happy ſtill of. 
As war and love can make us; 
Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon, 
Shall never quit her rover ; 
Ah, non, non, non, 
Pauvre Madelon 


Shall go with me all the world over. 


Ss O N G. 
Sung by Mr. Wilſon, 


Y comrades ſo famiſh'd and queer, 
Hear the drums how they jolily beat; 
They fill our french hearts with good cheer, 
Altho' we have nothing to cat. 


Rub a dub. 


CHORUS OF SOLDIERS, 


Nothing to eat—-rub a dub, 
Rub a dub—we have nothing to eat. 
Then, hark to the merry ton'd fiſe, 
To hear it will make a man younger; 
I tell you, my lads, this is life, 


For any one dying with hunger. 


Toot a toet, 
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CHORUS er SOLDIERS, 


Dying with hunger—toot a toot, 


Toot a toot—we are dying with hanger. 
The foe to inſpire you to beat, 


Only liſt to the trumpet, ſo ſhrill, 
Till the enemy's kill'd we can't eat, 
Do the job, you may eat all you kill, 


Ran ta tan: 


CHORUS. 


We'll eat all we kill—ran ta tan, 
Ran ta tan—we may eat all we kill. 


(1 *'R 
LULLABY, 


EACEFUL flumb'ring on the ocean, i 
Seamen fear no danger nigh; 
+? The winds and waves in gentle motion, 
Sooth them with their lullaby : 
Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby lullaby, 
Sooth them with their lullaby. 


Is the wind tempeſtuous blowing ? 
Still no danger they deſcry ; 

The guileleſs heart its boon beſtowing, 
Sooth them with its lullaby. 


Lullaby, &c. 


SONG 
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8 N 6. 
THE COTTAGER'S DAUGHTER, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


H ! tell me, ye ſwains, have you ſeen my Paſtora? 
O ſay, have you met the {weet nymph on your 
way ? 
Tranſcendent as Venus and blythe as Aurora, 
From Neptune's bed riling to hail the new day : 
Forlorn do I wander and long time have ſought her, 
The faireſt, the rareſt—for ever my theme; 
A goddeſs in form tho' a cottager's daughter, 
That dwells on the bosdersof Aln's winding ſtream, 


Tho' lordlings fo gay and young ſquires have ſought 
her, + 55 
To link her fair hand in the conjugal chain, 
Devoid of ambition the cottager's daughter 
Convinc'd them their flatt'ry and offers were vain : 
When firſt I beheld her I fondly beſought her, 
My heart did her homage, and love was my theme; 
She yow'd to be mine, the ſweet cottager's daughter, 
'That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ſtream. 


Then why thus alone does ſhe leave me to languiſh ? 
Paſtora to ſplendor cou'd ne'er yield her hand ; 
Ah, no, ſhe returns to remove my fond anguiſh, 
O'er her heart love and truth retain the command: 
The wealth of Golconda could never have bought her, 
For love, truth, and conſtancy ſtill is her theme; 


| Then give me, kind Hymen, the cottager's daughter, 


That dwells on the borders of Aln's winding ſtream, 
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8 0 . 


Sung by Mr. Munden. 


DDZOOKERS! to night, at the cloſe of the far, 
How the girls, full of glee, will come titt'ring 
along; 
Ab, Robin by moonlight will ſurely be there, 
Have his ſhare of the joke and be loud in the ſong. 


ut tit. fn. rata 
o 
., 


Ha, ha, ha, ha, I long to go, 
Such ſqueaking then — good lack a daiſy ! 
Smiling, joking, kiſſing, coaxing, tickling, 
giggling ſo, 
Over ſtile, 
Many a mile, 
71 How the ſmuggling dogs will ſqueeze * em, 
To confeſs | 
More or leſs— _ 5 
Zounds PII] try if I can pleaſe em. 


More charming to I than the bloſſoms of May, 
In their holiday trim are the wenches all clad; 
For at eve they be always ſo friſky and gay, 
To be one among em I always am mad, 
Ha, ha, iu, ha, &c. 


5 SONG. 
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F! N . 
THE BRITISH SEAMAN, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


HE Britiſh Seaman's manly breaſt 
Can never with baſe paſſion glow ; 
Of all mankind the friend profeſt, 
J But of his Country's deadly foe : 
4 Rouz'd at the word, 
He ſprings on board, 
Enough to have her danger knowu; 
With glory fir d, 
Like one inſpir'd, 
He makes the ſacred cauſe his own. 


Wide as her ſwelling ſails appear, 
Her might is felt, is known her fame; 
And diſtant foes at once revere 


And tremble at the ſeaman's name. 
| Rouz'd at the word, &c. 


— _—— 
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S O N 8. 


JIGGING ABOUR. 
Sung by Mr. Jolnftone. 


HEN the lads and the laſſes are met en the 
green, | 

At Balinaſloe, or the fair of Cloheen, 
With cheeks red as roſes, and eyes black as ſloes, 
The girls friſk it and foot it as merry as does: 

All the day 

Piper play; 

Cries . 

T'other tune, 
While Darby and Judy are footing fo tight, 
The piper is puffing from morning *till night, 


Judy's bonnet of ſtraw wears the token of love, 
Which Paddy had bought her his paſſion to prove: 
Fine ribbands and roſes to deck out her hair, 
And the neateſt ſtuff gown to be had in the fair : 
Sweet ſpoleen 
On the green, 
When they dine, 
Whiſkey fine, 
The piper till playing, the prieſt he ſays grace, 
And content, love, and jolity, ſmile in each face. 
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Now the fair being done, home they jog ſide by fide, 
Ev'ry lad with the creature he means for his bride ; 
The next morn father Fogarty's eall'd with his book, 
Nine or ten jolly couples together to hook : 
Coupling, 
Buckling, 
Pipering, 
Fiddling, 
Father Fogarty, piper, and all join the rout, 
And the new married couples fall jigging about. 


CHORUS, 
In the Opera of Juſt in Time. 


ERE with liberty bleſt, brighteſt gem of our iſle, 
United with plenty and health, 

At the reſtleſs ambition of grandeur we ſmile, 
Content without title or wealth: | 
When the dawn firſt appears,and the lark tunes his lay, 

We rife to ſweet ſcenes of delight; 
Mirth pleafantly ſoftens the toils of the day, 
And with paſtimes we welcome the night. 


— 


SONG. 
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S O NG. 
Sung by Mr. Munden. 


HE merry man, 
Who loves his can, 
Laughs and jokes, 
Chats and ſmoaks, 
Nor dreams of noiſe and ſtate ; 
Enjoys the hour, 
Within his pow'r, 
Tells a Tale, 
uaffs his ale, 
Nor fears the frowns of fate, 


SO N . 


THE DEATH OF POOR JACK, 


Sung by Mr. Moulds, 


OR Jack, whoſe gay heart kept his ſpirits aloft, 
And ever gave mirth its full due; 
Who ſadneſs deſpis'd nor to grieve was ſo ſoſt, 
Which made him the life of the crew: 
Having weather'd the tempeſt of ocean and fate, 
Diſdaining all hardſhips and fear, 
Haſten home to his Poll, with his true hearted mate 
Jo be laid up in pleaſure's ſnug tier: 
With a good ſtore of ſhiners his cheſt was ſupply'd, 
Says he, now I'm on the right tack ; 
For that cherub on whom I've ſo often rely'd, 
Has home, ſafe and N brought poor Jack. 
2 


0 
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To his heart Poli he preſt, the glad moment was fix'dg 
When tow'rds church he would take her in tow ; 
And there the good chaplain ſhould ſoon name the 

text, 
That ſhould ſplice tkem together, you know : 
To his meſſmates, elated, he mentioned the morn, 
And forecaſtle jokes went around? 
But ſung, at the helm, he'd all dangers defy, 
Laugh at thoſe who'd his comforts attack, 
And the ſweet little cherub aloft would eſpy 
Waving enligns of joy o'er poor Jack, 


That night, which was nam'd by her ſailor the laſt, 
Poll ſhould fleep in her hammock alone, 

He reſolv'd with his ſhipmates in glee ſhould be paſt, 

And mirth in his countenance ſhone : | 

He troll'd the blithe ſtave, drank a health to his King, 
Good liquor had cheriſh'd his foul, 

When a ſeaman a ſignal from beauty did bring, 
Which call'd him away to his Poll: 

Avaſt, friend, adieu for a moment we part, 
Poll commands me, about I muſt tack ; 

For ſhe's the ſweet cherub that reigns in the heart 
Of your friend and companion, poor Jack, 


But ſcarce from the Cabin of friendſhip he flew, 

'Ere the ſky form'4 a picture ſo dread; 
The rain beat aloud, and the winds fiercely blew, 
And thunder roll'd over his head. 

For his meſſmates at ſea how his boſom did ſwell, 
He ſigh'd more than once for their fate; 
Blue lightning flaſh'd round him, the kind victim fell, 

His {; to death's calm retreat: 
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The cherub, who ever to virtue is dear, 
Bore it hence through a clear lucid track, 

Yet gaz d on his duſt and dropt a alt tear, 
To deprive his ſweet Poll of poor Jack. 


S O N G, 


LOVELY SVE. 


Sung by Mr. Duffy. 


HE main with darkneſs mantled ger, 
The howling tempeſts blew ; 


Let, dread of ſeeing thee no more, 


Was all the fear I knew: | 
Tho' out of fight ne'er out of mind, 

Thy ſailor always true, 
Regarded more than waves or wind, 


The ſighs of lovely Sue. 


But when we met the haughty foe, 
And bullets round us flew, 

With double ſtrength I gave cach blow, 
To merit thee, my Sue: 

Tho' out of fight, ne'er out of mind, 
My heart {till fonder grew, 

In fancy's glaſs, to lovers kind, 
I gaz'd on thee, my Sue. 
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S O N G. 


THE BRITISH TAR, 


Sung by Mr, Arrowſmith. 


ONS of ocean, fam'd in ſtory, 
Won't to wear the laurel brow ; 

Liſten to your riſing glory, 

Growing honors wait you now : 
Think not ſervile adulation 

Mean!y marks my grateful ſong ; 
All the praiſes of the nation 

Giv'n to you, to you belong; 
And rival kingdoms ſend from far, 
Their plaudits to the Britiſh Tar. 


"Tis not now your valiant daring, 
Courage you've for ages ſhewn ; 

Tis not now your mild forbearing, 
Pity ever was your own: 

Tis your Prince, fo lov'd, fo pleaſing, 
Spreads your fame thro” diſtant lands, 

And the trident nobly ſeizing, | 
Graſps it in his youthful hands; 

Proud to boaſt in peace or war, 


The virtues of the Britiſh Tar, 


When 
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When the times were big with danger, 
See your Royal ſhipmate go, 
And, to every fear a ſtranger, 
Brave the fury of the foe: 
Then, when ſmiling peace rejoices, 
Greets him with a ſailor's arts: 
Cheer his preſence with your voices, 
Pay his ſervice with your hearts: 
And he, henceforth, your leading ſtar, 
The gallant Royal Britiſh Tar. 


» 0 N . 


EDWARD AND KITTY, 


D oft' had brav'd the field of battle, 
Had oft” endur'd the hardeſt woe; 
Had been where deep mouth'd cannons rattley 
And oft” been captur'd by the foe : 
His heart was kind, to fear a ſranger, 
The name of Briton was his pride; 
He nobly ſcorn'd to ſhrink from danger, 
And on a bed of honor dy'd: 
For, ſays Ned, whate'er befals, 
A Briton ſcorns to flinch or whine ; 
He'll cheerſul go where duty calls, 
And brave all ills but ne er repine. 


F. 4. Ned 
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Ned lov'd ſincere his charming Kitty, 
She ſaw with tears her ſoldier go; 
She pray'd kind heav'n to lend her pity, 
And ſhield her Edward from the foe; 
My love, he cried, thy grief give over, 
Thoſe tears diſgrace a ſoldier's bride ; 
But hapleſs Kitty loſt her lover, 
Who on a bed of honor died. 


For, ſays Ned, &a 


S ON G. 
SHE is MISTAKEN, ' 
Sung by Mrs. Addiſon, 


ORD, what a fuſs my mother made, 
When Colin came this way, 
Becauſe he caught me in his arms, 
And kiſs'd me t'other day ; 
She ſcolded me both day and night, 


And was in ſuch a taking ; 


But if ſhe thinks I'll not have him, 


I'm ſure ſhe is miſtaken, 


I told her Colin lov'd me well, 
And meant not to deceive me ; 
And faid, that from my preſent need 
He quickly would relieve me: - 
But mother ſaid he was a wag, 
Who'd ſet my heart a aching ; 


And, if I thought he'd marry me, 


I ſurely was miſtaken. 
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I knew 'twas falſe, but thought 'twas beſt 
To feign that I believ'd her, 

And fo, by playing cunningly, 
Compleatly have deceiv'd her : 

And we've agreed to morrow morn, 
Before ſhe thinks of waking, 

To tie the knot that ſoon will ſhew 
How much ſhe is miſtaken, 


S O NS. 
THE BOWL, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


ET Philoſophers prate about reaſon and rules, 
And 3 about maxims deſign'd but for fools, 
From a briſk ſparkling bowl brighter ſentiments flow, 
And I find myſelf wiſer the deeper I go: 
We can teach them to live, and by practice explain, 
What in theory only they never could gain: 
Draw the cloud from their eyes that o 'erſhadows their 
ſoul, 
And enlighted their heads with a ſup from my bowl. 


May the pedant be loſt in | his phantom purſuit, 
While I revel in wine and with bumpers recruit; 
Since the wiſeſt can never perfection attain, 

Why ſhould life proffer ſweets and enjoyments in vain: 
Let not man then his time in ſuch foppery waſte, 
Or refuſe mingled ſweets with the bitter to taſte ; 

But thus let him waft to Elyſium his ſoul 

In an ocean of liquor, his veſſel my bowl. 
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Relax d from the cates of the world let me live, 
Gainſt the rude ſtream of life that I never may ſtrive; 


With a friend to partake, aid a girl to adore, 
Oh what mortal more happy, what man could wiſh 
\ more ? | 2 
ö Dull mechanical mortals here look and repine, 
\ 'Fhat their hearts can ne'er glow with ſuch feelings as 
mine; 
But ſuch feelings, ſuch joys, receive birth in my ſoul, 


| When thus mellow'd, thus rear'd, and refin'd in my 
bowl. 


SO N G. 


THE BANKS OF TWEED, 
Sung by Miſs Leary. 


UST when the blooming fragrant ſpring, * 
Proclaim'd the near approach of May; 
When in the grove the blackbirds fing, 
Their cheerful notes on ev'ry {pray : 
Young Sandy ſought the rural green, 
The ruſtic dance, the rural reed : 
And Jenny's charrns firſt caught his 'cen, 
Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 


2 | | 6 
She was ſae fair ſae blithe a laſs, 
She danc'd and mov'd like any queen; 
Her ſmiles would May-day morn furpaſs, 
And laughing love was in her een: 
TY”. Fror 
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Prom roſy morn to night he'd rove, 
And to ſaft ſtrains he tun'd his reed, 
He ſung of bonny Jane and love, 
Upon the verdant banks of Tweed. 


The god of love was Sandy's friend, 
And look'd wi' gentle pity down, 


= A pointed dart did quickly ſend, 

And made the bonny laſs his own : 
L More fair and dear ſince marriage vow, 
7 To her and love he tunes his reed; 


In ſweet delights they revel now, 
Upon the verdant banks of. Tweed. 


8 N. 
4 ”» MAKE AN END ON'T, 
Sung by Miſs Milne. 


OT long before the cloſe of day, 
When weary Sol was waining, 

Reclin'd upon a flow'ry brae 

Young Sandy fat complaining : 
Oh what a gowk was I to love, 

Sa mickle time to ſpend on't; 
Since Meg will neither kinder prove, 

Nor. frankly make an end on't, 
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Since Meg began to ſcowl and ſlyte, 


And torture me with ſcorning ; 
1 joyleſs gang to bed at night, 

And rile with grief at morning : 
But let her flout and ſlight my love, 
For troth ſhe may depend on't, 

If ſhe's unkind Il ſcornful prove, 
And ſo will make an end on't. 


Nor ſcarce had Sandy utter'd this, 
Ere Meg appear'd, whoſe beauty 

Pourtray'd the ſcenes of future bliſs, 

And brought him to his duty: 

Oh take my heart, dear Meg, ſaid he, 
Indeed you may depend on't, 

Then led her to the kirk with glee, 

- And there they madean end on't 


N. 
MY HEART 15 DEVOTED DEAR MARY TO THEE, 


Sang by Mr. Darley, 


HO' the muſes ne'er ſmile by the light of the ſun, 
Yet they viſit my cot when my labour is done; 
And while on my pillow of ſtraw I recline, 
A wreath of ſweet flow'rets they ſportively twine : 
But in vain the fair damſels weave chaplets for me, 
For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee, 


Full 
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Full oft' I reflect on my indigent ſtate, 

But reflection and reaſon are ever too late: 
They tell me I ſigh for too beauteous a fair, 
And fill my ſad wiſhes with doubts and deſpair, 
Then hope, kindly {miling, averts the decree, 
For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. 


When the ſhrill pipe and tabor proclaim the light 
dance, 

With tranſports I ſee my dear Mary advance; 

Then ſuch grace ſhe diſplays while ſhe trips mid the 
throng, 

That each ſhepherd with raptures to her tunes his ſong, 

But by none {he's belov'd with ſuch truth as by me, 

For my heart is devoted, dear Mary, to thee. 


S' O N G. 
BLUE EY'D BET. 
Sung by Mr. Munden. 


HEN TI return with courage bold, 
Lord! how the volks will ſtare ! 
And all my pockets lin'd with gold, 
For blue-ey'd Bet fo fair: 
I'll doff my frock for jacket blue, 
And trowſers all ſo white ; 
And Bet ſhall own my love is true, 
When 'tis for her J fight. 
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No more the girls ſhall jeer me ſo, 
And call me ſheepith lout ; 
When tight as any I ſhall go, 
And wear a heart as ſtout, 


u dof my frock, &c. 
8 O N s. 
ABSENCE, 
Sung by Miſs Broadkutjt. 


ATURE always is enchanting, 
Summer fair or Winter drear ; 
Nought to aid her charms is wanting, 
When my ſoul's delight is near ; 
Spring's fair hope and Autumn's. treaſure, 
In their turns enrapture me ; 
Neither can afford me pleaſure, 
Abſent, deareſt youth, from thee, 


Charms I view in ev'ry flower, 


_ Muſic hear in ev'ry grove ; 
Pleas'd with ſun-thine or with ſhower, 
When I can behold my love: 
Flow'rs without thee round-me cluſter, 
Muſic ſooths the grove in vain ; 
Yon bleſt ſun beams loſe their luſtre, 
Pleaſure's ſelf is chang'd to pain. 


SONGS. 
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N. 
THE FAREWEL, 


Sung by Mr, Banniſter. 


ARE WEI, my love, the anchor's weigh'd, 
I can no longer ſtay ; 

But who ſhall guard my deareſt maid, 
When I am far away ? 

When cold and dark the angry main 
Shall rock the crew to ſleep: 

And I the lonely ſtation gain, 
The midnight watch to keep. 


Thy beauteous form in that drear hour, 
Shall ſoften my diſtreſs ; 

And memory's all ſoothing pow'r 
Shall make the hardſhip leſs: 

Then diy thy tears, 'tis all in vain, 
Do not thy health deſtroy ; 

Nor weep 'till when we meet again, 
Thy tears ſhall flow for joy. 
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WHILE HIGH THE FOAMING SURGES RISE. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


HILE high the foaming ſurges riſe, 
And pointed rocks appear, 
Loud thunders rattle in the ſkies, 
Yet ſailors muſt nct fear : 
In ſtorms, in wind, 
Their duty mind; 
Aloft, below, 
They cheerful go; 
To reef or ſteer, as tis defign'd, 
No fears or dangers fill the mind, 


The fignal for the line is made, 


The haughty foe's in ſight ; 
The bloody flag aloft diſplay'd, 
And fierce the dreadful fight: 
Each minds his gan, 
No dangers ſhun, 
Aloft below 
They cheer ful go; 
Though thunders xoar, yet ſtill we find 


No fear alarms the ſailor's mind. 


(- * 


The Norm is huſh'd, the battle o'er, 
The ſky is clear again; 
We toſs the can to thoſe on ſhort, 
While we are on the main: 
To Pol and Sue, 
Sincere and true, 
The grog goes round, 
With pleaſure crown'd : 
In war or peace alike you'll find, 
That honor fills a ſailor's mind, 


N ki 


DIE AN OLD MAID. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


HEN I liv'd with my grannam on yon little 
green, 
As good an old woman as ever was ſeen, 
She oft' read me lectures of prudence and care, 
And bade me of all things of men to beware: 
Said ſhe, they will flatter, and lie, and deceive, 
And you're loſt, my dear Roſe, if you dare to believe; 
I thought it was ſtrange, and indeed was afraid 
It would be my hard fortune to die an old maid, 


I met with young Colin one night in the grove, 

He talk'd of the joys and the pleaſures of love ; 

But my grandmother's lectures ſo ran in my head, 

I cou'd not attend to a word that he ſaid: 
1 5 Thought 


( 114 ) 


Thought I, what alfuſs all the old women make, 
I think in my heart they muſt make a miſtake; 
For if ev'ry young girl of the men were afraid, 


Why, my grannam herſelf might have been an old 
maid, 


The next time young Colin his courtſhip renew'd, 
I candidly own'd that my heart was ſubdu'd ; 

He ſwore that he lov'd me as dear as his life, 

And if I'd conſent he'd make me his wife: 

Then begg'd, the next morn I'd his wiſhes fulfil, 
Says I, c'en let grandmother ſcold as ſhe will, 

Of ſo gentle a ſwain I ſhall ne'er be afraid, 

Knd its better to marry than die an old maid. 


S O N G. 
THE ROSE WITH SWEET FRAGRANCE DELIGHTS. 
Sung at Vanxhall. 


HE rofe with ſweet fragrance delights, 
And ſweet is the eglantine breeze ; 
But in Cohn all fweetneſs unites, 
For Colin for ever could pleaſe: 


Yet now in each wood and ſad grove 

I mourn that my joys are no more; 
The ſhepherd is falſe, yet I love, 
He's fickle, yet ſtill I adore, , 
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How foft was each note when he ſung, 
His accents how tender and ſweet! 
And honey ſure dropt from his tongue, 
When my praiſes the ſwain would repeat. 
But now, Kc, 


When he hears my ſad knell o'er the lawn, 
Perhaps he may ſhed a fond tear; 
Perhaps he may ſigh all forlorn, 
For Phillis that lov'd him ſo dear. 
Yet now, &c, 


S ON. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


1845 years ago I went to woo 

The comfort of my life, my Sue; 

I then was twenty-eight, and you, 

My pretty chick—were forty-two : 
Forty-two, 
Forty-two, 

My pretty chick - were forty-two. 


Runs time as glibly as of yore, 

You muſt be verging on threeſcore; 

But women now grow old no more, 

And Suſan blooms at fiſty-ſour: 

And Suſan blooms at thirty- four, fiſey- our, 
And Suſan blooms at thirty- four. 


SONG. 
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ON 8. 


TRIBUTARY STANZAS TO MOMUS, 


RENT of gaiety and glee, 
Dnus'd to ſtern and ſerious feature, 
Accept this tributary ſee, 

From me, a lavghter-loving creature. 


ö | Tho' ſome thy rites may ſtamp with fin, 
1 With folly, ignorance, or treaſon; 
From th' horſe- laugh to th* modeſt grin, 


: 

| They're innocent at ev'ry ſeaſon, 
i i 1 

{FE Ye who with long dejected face, 

i To weep at life's rubs are ſo ſimple, 
[HE Your cheeks and ſolemn features grace, 
Wl | In lieu of tears, with laughter's dimple. 
„ 


+ Dull melancholy come not nigh, 
bal Hence dread and ſorrow, fear and quaking, 
= 1 i Ye carking cares the manſion fly, | 

x Where Momus reigns, whoſe tides are ſhaking, 


| 
b | Thoſe who in Cupid find ſuch charms, 
Wil || Or are with Bacchus ever thinking, 
. Oft' wiſh to die in Mira's arms, 
Or meet the grim invader drinking. 
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. 
HER HEART TO ALL OTHERS 13 COLD. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


A T eve, as J ſung of my fair. | 
The ſhepherds all ſmil'd at my lay; 

Advis'd me the nymph to forſwear, 

And jeltir.gly made me be gay: 
I vow'd, that a look to obtain, 

I'd part with my crook and my fold ; 
My ſuit, they reply'd, would be vain, 

For her heart to all others was cold. 


_ Thoſe eyes that like diamonds glow, 
48 > May pity more brightly adorn ; 
Unmoy'd will ſhe look on my woe, 
Can paſhon unfeign'd be her ſcorn ? 
How true and how conſtant Fll prove, 
Ah! had I the heart to unfold, 
She'd deign to accept of wy love, 
Tho' her heart to all others were cold. 


Boe —  - 


3ONG. 


JG. 
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S O N G. 
EN VERITE, 
Sung by Miſs Wing field, 


HEN ſixteen years I had attain'd, 
My mother gave conſent, - 
That I fine folks and ſights ſhould ſee, 
So up to town I went: 
With words and manners all polite 
I home return'd ſo gays 
Poor Strephon cry'd, you're alter'd quite, 
Says I, En verite. 


Alas! I find you're chang'd, cry'd he, 
Another maid I'll ſeek ; | 
Do fo, ſays I, d ye think, fond ſwain, 
For you my heart I'll break? 
To Mira now, ſays he, my hand 4Þ) 
And heart T'll give away; 
At that indeed, with all my pride, 
I figh'd En verite. 


Be not ſo raſh, dear youth, cry'd I, 
Indeed TI did but jeſt ; 

Of all the nymphs you know, ſays he, 
"Tis you I love the beſt: 

To yonder church then let's repair, 
I could not then ſay, nay ; 

But vow'd obedience, love, and truth, 
I did En verite. 


* 


SONG. 


4 


G. 


5 O N G. 
Sung in Oſcar and Malvina, 
(PEASANTS ) 


ET the merry pipe and tabor 
Tell the ending of our labour, 
Take your glaſs each honeſt neighbour, 

Hang all care and ſorrow. 


Flowing bowls the heart inſpiring, 

Beauty's charms the boſom firing, 

Ev'ry youth and maid deſiring, 
Never fear to-morrow. 


Let the old and churliſh miſer 

Be of mirth the dull deſpiſer, 

Steal to bed and think he's wiſer, 
We diſdain his rigour, 


Heavy fleep whilſt he is taking, 


We, to ſocial rites awaking, 
Revel 'till the morning breaking, 
Still with ſprightly vigour. 


Come then, every hearty fellow, 

Be he ſober, be he mellow, 

Let cold caution vainly bellow, 
We have better reaſon, 


We poſſeſs of life the treaſure, 
Quaff the cup and taſte the pleaſure, 
Love can give us without meaſure, 


At this happy ſeaſon. 


S ON. 
Sung in the Kentiſh Barons. 


7 IS love that now my boſom fires, 
"Tis wine which now the ſoul infpirey 
Friendſhip and gratitude ſhall prove 
At leaſt a match for wine and love: 
Then let us hail the league divine, 
Of love, of friendſhip, and of wine. 


3g Fortune our virtuous ſchemes ſhall bleſs, 
j Twere cowardly to doubt ſuccels ; 
Where friendſhip leads, 
Where wine inlpires, 
| | And ardent love the boſom fires : 
if Then let us hail the league divine, 
Of love, of friendſhip, and of wine, 
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S. 90 N 6. 


I'D RATHER BE EXCUS'D. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 
ETURNING from the fair one eve, 


Acroſs yon verdant plain, 
Young Harry ſaid he'd ſee me home, 
A tight and comely ſwain: 
He begg'd I would a fairing take, 
And would not be refus'd, 
Then aſk'd a kiſs, I bluſh'd and cry'd 
I'd rather be excus'd. 


+ You're coy, ſaid he, my pretty maid, 


IT mean no harm I ſwear, 

In ſecret long for you I've ſigh'd, 
My ſweet, my charming fair: 

But if my tenderneſs offend, 
And if my love's refus'd, 

I'll leave you—what, alone, cry'd I, 
I'd rather be excus'd. 


He preſt my hand and on we walk" d, 
He warmly urg'd his ſuit, 

But ſtill to all he ſaid I was 
Moſt obſtinately mute: 

At length got home, he angry cry d, 
My fondneſs is abus'd, 

Then die a maid—indeed, ſays I, 
Id rather be een ud. 


( 122 ) 


$ O N G. 


HARK AWAY, 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


HE ſable clad curtain's undrawn, 
The lark carrols ſweetly on high, 
Quickly opens the eye of the morn, 
See the ſun beams are gilding the ſky : 
The huntſman he throws off the hounds, 
The horn winds a tedious delay, 
And the heart of each ſportſman elated rebounds, . 
In expecting the ſummons of hark, hark away. 


Hark! a burſt gives the ſignal for chace, 
Thro' woodlands we daſhing purſue, 
While the ſox, fleet as wind, mends his pace, 
Till the huntſman proclaims him in view : 
Now his ſtrength and his cunning a mort, 
vec the dogs ſeize in triumph their prey, 
While the death of the game gives freſh life to the 


chace, 
The echoes re- echo with hark, hark away, 


Now for Liberty-hall we repair, 
To repleniſh the joys of the field, 
Where good humour combines with the fare, 
And the wife ſmiles obedience to yield: 
While the bottle and bowl both unite 
To vie with the ſports of the day: 
Let bumpers go round, to the ſportſman's delight, 
And all join in the chorus of hark, hark away. 
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1 
THE NEGROE'S COMPLAINT. 
Sung in the Benevolent Planters. 


N vain to me the hours of care, 
When ev'ry daily toil is o'er, 

In my ſad heart no hopes I find. 
For Oran is, alas! no more. 


Nor ſunny Africa could pleaſe, 
Nor friends upon my native ſhore ; 
To me the dreary world's a cave, 
For Oran is, alas! no more. 


In bow'rs of bliſs beyond the moon, 
The white man ſays his ſorrow's o'er, 

And comforts me with ſoothing hope, 
Tho' Oran is, alas! no more. 


O come then, meſſenger of death, 
Convey me to the ſtarry ſhore, 

Where I may meet with my true love, 
And never part with Oran more. 


G 2 SONG, 
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8 O N G. 
HARK, HARK FROM THE WOODLANDS, 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


ARK, hark, from the woodlands the loud ſwelling 
horn, 
Invites to the ſports of the chace, 
How ruddy, how bright, and how cheerſul the morn, 
How healthy and blooming each face: 
To the grove with Diana T'il haſten away, 
Nor loſe the delights of the morn, 
The hounds are all out ; hark, hark forward, away, 
While echo replies to the horn. 


Gay health ſtill attends thro' the ſports of the field. 
Oi'er mountains and vallies we go, 
'The joy of the chace health and pleaſure can yield, 
No wiſhes beyond it we know. 
Ts the grove, &c. 


Our innocent paſtimes each virgin may ſhare, 
And the cenſure of envy defy ; 

While Cupid ſoon follow'd by grief and deſpair 
The bleſſing of yours would deſtroy. 


To the grove, &c. 


SONG. 
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S O N G. 


MARY OF THE DALE. 


Sung at Ranelagh. 


Ir FWWAS at the cool and fragrant hour, 
When ev'ning ſteals upon the ſky, 
When lovers ſeek the filent bow'r, 
Young William taught the grove to ſigh: 
His heav'nly form and beauteous air, 
Were like the flowery vale, 
Yet did he figh, and all for love 
Of Mary of the Dale. 


When o'er the mountain peeps the dawn, 
Oppreſs'd with grief he'd often ſtray 
O'er riſing hill and flowery lawn, 
To figh and weep his cares away : 
Tho' he had charms to win each fair 
4 * That dwells within the vale, 
Yet did he ſigh, and all for love 
Of Mary of the Dale. 


The merry dance, the cheerful ſong, 
Could now no more a charm impart : 

No more his hours glide ſmooth along, 
For grief lay heavy at his heart: 

His cheeks, where health with beauty glow'd, 
Was like the primroſe pale; 

Sighing he dy'd, and all for love 

, Of Mary of the Dale. 
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S: UN 0. 


THE FOX CHASE, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


T the ſound of the horn, 
We rile in the morn, 
And waken the woods as we thunder along; 
Loix, yoix, tally-o, 
After Reynard we go, 
While echo on echo redoubles the ſong. 


Not the ſeeds of the ſun, 
Our brave courlers outrun, _ 
O'er the mound horſe and hounds ſee us bound in full 
cry; 
Like Phoebus we riſe 
To the height of the ſkies, 
And careleſs of danger five bars we defy. 


We waken the woods, &c. | 


At eve, Sir, we ruſh, 
And are cloſe at his bruſh, 
Already he dies —ſee him panting for breath: 
Each feat and defeat 
We renew and Tepeat, 
Regardleſs of life ſo we're in at the death. 
We waken the woods, &c. 


<, 


Wop of 


With a bottle at night 
We prolong the delight, 
Much trimbuſh we praiſe and the deeds that were done; 
And yoix tally-o, 
The next morning we go, 
With Phoebus to end as we mount with the fi 
We waken the woods, &c. 


3. 


\ STOUT BROWN ALE. 


Sung ty Mr. Ban: maker. 


HEN the chill Sirocco blows, 
And winter tells a heavy tale, 
When pies, and daws, and rooks, and crows, 
Do fit and curie the froſt and ſnows: 
Then give me ale, 
FE Old brown, 
Stout brown, 
Nut brown, 
O give me ſtout brown ale. 


Ale in a Saxon rumkin then, 
Such as will make Grimalkin prate, 
Bid valor burgeon in tall men, 
Quickens the poets wit and pen. 
Deſpiſes fate, 
Old brown, &c. 


G 4 Ale 
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Ale that the ploughman's heart up keeps, 
And equals it to tyrant's thrones, 
That wipes the eye that overweeps, 
And lulls in ſweet and dainty fleeps 
TH o'erwearied bones "y' 


Old brown, &c. 


Grandchild of Ceres, Bacchus' daughter, 
Wine's emulous neighbour, it but ſtale ; 
Enobling all the nymphs of water, 
And filling each man's heart with laughter, 
| Oh give me ale, 


Old brown, &c. | I * 


SONG. 
LIVE TO LOVE. 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 


WB gen'rous wine expands the ſoul, 
How pleaſure hovers round the bowl, 
Avaunt ye cares of fancy's crew, 

And give the guilty wretch his due : 

But let the juice of ſparkling wine, 

My groſſer ſenſe of love refine: 

As Jove his nectar drinks above, 

I'll quaff whole goblets full of love. 


Then 


1 


Js» 


(129) 
Then why ſhould I at life repine, 


Bring me Venus, bring me wine; 

Fill the overflowing bowl, 

In circles gay and pleaſures roll : 

Ever open, ever free, | 

Hail, thou friend to jolity ; 

My brows with Bacchus' chaplets crown'd, 
Fl live to love my cares are drown'd. 


S8 O N 6. 


THE FRIEND AND PITCHER, 
Sung in the Poor Soldier. 


HE wealthy fool with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill deſire to grow richer ; 

Give me but theſe, I aſk no more, 

My charming girl, my friend, and pitcher. 
My friend ſo rare, my girl ſo fair, 

With ſuch what mortal can be richer ? 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 


From morning ſun I'd never grieve 
To toil a hedger or a ditcher, 
If that, when I come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. 
My friend, &c. 


G5 


( 230 } 


S O N G, 
Sung in Comus. 


ROM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
We follow {weet variety ; | 
By turns we drink, and dance, and ſing, 
Time's for ever on the wing, 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 

Tranſports of the jovial foul; 

No dull tinting hours we own, ? 
Pleaſure counts our time alone, 


S ON 6. 


THE SOUND OF THE HORN, 
Sung in Roſina, 4h” 


HE twins of Latona, ſo kind to my boon, 
Ariſe to the ſports of the chace ; 
And Sol lends a ray to fair Dian's chaſte moon, 
And ſmiles to the ſmile of the face: | 
For the ſports I delight in, the bright queen of love, 
With myrtles my brows ſhall adorn, 
While Pan breaks his chaunter and ſkulks in the grove, 
Excell'd by the ſound of the horn. 


The 


* 


i 


Tho' fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
I know not what can bewitch her; 
With all my heart-—Can I be Poor, 
With my ſweet girl, my ſriend, and pitcher? 
My friend ſo rare, &c, 


* 


3 0. 
THE MERRY TON'D HORN, 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, 


ARK forward, away, my brave boys, to the chace, 
To the joys that ſweet exercile yields; 
The bright ruddy morning breaks on us apace, 
And invites to the ſports of the field: 
Hark ſorward's the cry, and cheerful the morn, 
Then follow the hounds and the merry ton'd horn, 


No mulic can equal the hounds in full crys 
Hark, they open, then haſten away: 
O'er hill, dale, and valley, with vigour we fy, 
While purſuing the ſports of the day. 
Hark forward's the cry, &c, 


With the ſports of the field no joys can compare, 
To pleature's light footſteps we trace; 
We run down dull floth, and we diſtance old care, 
Roſy health we o'ertake in the chace, 
Hark forward's the cry, &c. 
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( 132 ) 


The dogs are uncoupled, and ſweet is their cry, 
Yet ſweeter the notes of {ſweet echoes reply; 
Hark forward, my honies, the game is in view, 
But love is the game that I wiſh to purſue. 


The ſtag from the chamber of woodbine peeps out, 
His ſentence he hears in the gale; 
Yet flies, 'till entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail : 
Surrounded by foes he prepares for the fray, 
Deſpair taking place of his fear ; 
With antlers erected awhile ſtands at bay, 
Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 
The dogs are, &c. 


S O NS. 


Sung by Mr. Sedgwick. « | 
| | 


O baniſh life's troubles the Grecian old ſage, 
Preſt the fruit of the vintage oft' into the bowl; 
Which made him forget all the cares of old age, 
It bloom'd in his face and made happy his ſoul: 
| While here we are found 
Put the bumper around, 
| 
| 


'Tis the liquor of life that each care can controul. 


This 


1 


This jovial philoſopher taught that the ſun 
Was thirſty, and often drank deep of the main; 
That the planets would tipple away as they run, 
The earth wanted moiſture and ſoak'd up the rain: 
WII + While here we are found, 
Put the buraper around, 
*Tis the liquor of life and why ſhould we refrain. 


Its virtues are known both in war and in love, 
The hero and lover alike it makes bold ; 
Vexations in life's buſy day 'twill remove, 
Delightful alike to the young and the old: 
While here we are found, 
1 | Put the bumper-around, 
That every ill may by wine be controul'd, 


. 


LINGO's WEDDING, 
| Sung at the Theatre, Tunbridge Wells, 
| INGO, good friends, once more appears, 
His heart with joy elate, Sir; 
In ſpite of all rude Cudden's ſneers, 
He ne'er repines at fate, Sir : 
For Cowſlip is my wedded wife, 
I am a happy homus; 
And live a multus bonus life, 
In Dominie Felix's domus. 
| 3 Tol lol, &c 
| h 
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We trip to church ſo bligh and gay, 
Our hearts were void of care, Sir; 
Farmer Stump ke led the way, 
John and Thomas too were there, Sir: 
My Cowllip ſhe was vreit ſo neat, 
With mittens on her manus ; 
The bella mulier look'd as [weet 
And lovely as a Canus, 


Tol lol, &c. 


The ceremony ſoon was done, 
And then magnus and {mall, Sir, 
Elate with joy trait did return, 
To Domine Felix's hall, Sir: 
A bonus dinner we prepar'd, 
Which ſoon was ſet before” em, 
The ruſtic {wains ne'er better far'd, 
And I ſung * Rorum corum.“ 


Tol lol, &c. 


Farmer Stump cry'd out encore,“ 
(Claſping his jug of Stingo) 

Such ch:unting ne'er was heard before, 
Braviſimo, Good Lingo: 

Then by deſire I ſung bow vow, 
The fermer's bloated cheeks, Sir, 

Swell'd out with ſaying that, as how, 
He was not fond of Greek, Sir. 


Tol lol, &c. 


Such bonus laugh went round the board, 
While I, my nectar quaffing, 

Told Stump, that like an aſs he roar'd, 
Which ſet the fawns a laughing: 


E 135 


A Latin Epitaph I fung, 
Expreſſing of my joys, Sir, 
With acclamations the hall rung, 
In giving me applaule, Sir. 


1 Tol lol, &c. 


I call'd on Cowſlip for a ſong, 
(Since we were all ſo mellow) 
She ſmil'd—the Mulier then begun 
To ſing the charming fellow: 
The ev'ning now was far advanc'd, 
So bidding each good night, Sir, 
To bed we both together danc'd 
1h And taſted true delight, Sir. 


Tol lol, &c. 


My ſong is ended, and depend 
It ſhall be my ſole endeavours, 

My bonus thanks each one to ſend, 
For all your num'rous favors; 

If you acquit me with applauſe, _ 
Twill cheer me and my Stingo; 

| Your ſmiles wili make compleat the joys 
* Of Cowſlip and her Lingo, 


Tol lol, &c. 


S. 0 N. 8. 


4 * 

” 

x 

* < 
} 

4 ; 
1 ” 
c * 
* | 
- . 

* 
* 

J £3 
1 | : 
4 
oe 1 
— 

, 

5 * 

4 


WOMAN, AN ANACREONTIC» 


ONOUR let the ſoldier chuſe, 
; Let the drunkard call for wine, 
Devotion ſuits the dull recluſe, 
But be lovely woman mine, 


4 ( 136 ) 


What's the pomp of eaſtern world, 
What's the gold or diamond's ſhine ? 
Let misfortune's darts be hurl'd 
If lovely woman be but mine. 


Each ſad remembrance I eraſe, 
When I kneel at beauty's ſhrine, 
Folded in the ſweet embrace 
Of lovely woman how divine, 


Bacchus ſtill may boaſt his pow'r, 
And the joys center'd in wine, 

And other joys my fancy tow'rs, / 
That lovely woman may be mine, Y 


a S O N. 
FAR DIVIDED FROM MY MATE. 


Sung in the Burletta of the Chop Houſe. 


"AR divided from my mate, 
 Griev'd his abſence long I mourn ; 
Full of terror for for his fate, 
In vain I wiſh for his return : 
Waft him ye propitious gales, 
O' er the main with crowded fails. 


Bring 


(197 ) 


Bring him from the hoſtile ſtrand, 
To eaſe my fond my ſorrow'd heart; 
Bring him to his native land, 
And again may we ne'er part : 
Waft him ye propitious gales, 
O'er the main with crowded ſails. 


S O NG. 
TEAZING ME $0, 
Written, compoſed and ſung by Mrs, Wrighten. 


THE miſt from the mountains procaim'd it was 
morn, | 
And the ſun chang'd the dew drops to pearl on the 
thorn ; 
The pipe and the tabor nowſweetly did ſound, 
While the birds in ſweet melody carol'd around: 
When the youth who at wreſtling laſt e'en won the 
prize 
Gently tapt at my window and bade me ariſe ; 
Tho' I lik'd his attention, I nrg'd him to go, 
And peeviſhly cried, don't keep teazing me ſo, 


y old maiden aunt from her chamber came down, 
hat! flirting with Strephon ? cried the, in a frown; 
You'd better attend ta your dairy and reel, 
Than to thoſe who profeſs what they never can feel ; 
I with you'd be wiſe, and deteſt all the men 
I will aunt, indeed, when I'm threeſcore and ten; 
If I find to my grave I a maiden muſt go, 
Depend on't I'll hate them for teazing me ſo. 


( 138 ) 


But ſo preſſing is Strephon, 'tis not to be borne, 

He's juſt gain'd my promiſe to meet him next morn, 

Where the nymphs and the ſwains crown'd with chap- 
lets are ſeen, 

To hail the new May by a dance on the green: 

Should he kneel at my feet, and my pity implore, 

And repeat the ſoft oaths he ſo often has ſwore ; 

Should he preſs me to wed, I'll to church with him go, 

"Twill cure him, I warrant, of teazing me fo. 


8 O N 8. 


WHEN THE FANCY STIRRING BOWL, 
Sung by Captain Morris. 


\ HEN the fancy ſtirring bowl, 
Wakes its world of pleaſure, 
Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 
And life's an endleſs treaſure : 
Mem'ry decks my waſted heart 
Freſh with gay deſires ; 
Rays divine my ſenſes dart, 


And kind'ling hope inſpires, 
CHORUS. 


Then who'd be grave, 
When wine can ſave 
The heavieſt ſoul from ſinking ? 
And magic grapes 
Give angel ſhapes 
To ev'ry girl we're drinking. 


6139) 


Here ſweet benignity and love 
Shed their influence round me; 
Gather'd ills of life remove, 
And leave me as they found me: 
Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true 
Still to nature's feeling, 
Peace and beauty ſwim there too, 
And rock me as I'm reeling. 
Then who'd be grave, &c. 


On youth's ſoft pillow tender truth 
Her penſive leſſon taught me; 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, 
And wiſdom wak'd and caught me: 
A bargain then with love I knock'd, 
I To hold the pleaſing gypſey, 
When wiſe to keep my boſom lock'd, 
But turn the key when tipſey. 
Then who'd be grave, &c. 


When time aſſuag'd my heated heart, 
The grey-beard, blind and limple, 

Forgot to cool one little part, 

Juſt fluſh'd by Lucy's dimple: 

That part's enough of beauty's type, 

To warm an honeſt ſellow; 

And though it touch me not when rips 
It melts ſtill while I'm mellow, 


Then who'd be grave, &c. 
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THE BOTTLE AND LASS. 1 
Lung by Mr. Burling. 


NE day as ſat with a blooming young laſs, 
In came jolly Bacchus, the roſy fac'd god; 
He held out his hand and he gave me a glaſs, 
I toſs'd it off quickly and gave him a nod: 
Said he, jolly mortal, ſince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 65 


Hle ſat himſelf down and call'd for a tun, 


A tun of good wine, it was ſparkling Champaigne; 
And ſwore I ſhould drink while the liquor would run, 
He fill'd, and I drank, and he fill'd it again 
And ſaid, jolly mortal, fince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 


He order'd again the ſame as before, 


And laughing ſaid, prithee boy have t'other bout ; | 
He ſaid, ſon, drink hearty, I've plenty in ſtore, 
Good father, ſaid I, T'll een ſee it out: 
Said he, bravo, bravo, ſince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy both yaur bottle and laſs while you can. 


What Bacchus has taught me ſhall ne'er be forgot 
As long as I've breath for to top a full glaſs; 
And may roſy wine be for ever my lot, 
A hearty good friend and a comely young laſs ; 
For fince I am certain that liſe's but a ſpan, > 
I'll drink and be merry as long as I can, 


. 
THE SAILOR'S ROUSE, 


EART'S of oak with vigour rouſe, 
Danger never tearing ; 
Now your country's cauſe eſpouſe, 
And drub the foe that's daring : 


CHORUS. 


Soon Great Britain's foes ſhall ſmart, 
Should they our peace endanger, 
To every honeſt Briton's heart, 
His Country is his treaſure. 


Fictions may a time prevail, 
With ſuperficial readers; 

Britiſh credit, charters, hail, 
The virtues of our leaders. 


Soon, &c. 


Neptune viewing Royal Game, 
Panting after glory, 
Cries, my ſons, away to fame, 
And rival antient ſtory. _ 
Soon, &c . 


Britain ſmiling ſeems to ſay, 
Whate'er is thus expended, 
Our country's enemies {hall pay 

Before the cauſe is ended. 


Soon, &c, 


( 142 ) 


Unanimity's the toaſt, 
(Courting no alliance) 

That preſerv'd—the Britiſh coaſt 
May bid the world defiance, 


CHORUS, 


Soon the foes of Britain ſee 
Their error and their folly, 
And each true ſubject ſtill may be 


Wealthy, happy, jolly. 


| 1 8 O N G. 
OLD ENGLAND's MY TOAST. 


| HO thirſts for more knowledge is welcome to 
| roam, 

4. He may ſeek a new climate that is wretched at home; 
o Who of pleaſure or folly has not had his fill, 

May quit poor Old England whenever he will, 

But nothing ſhall tempt me to croſs the ſalt main, 
For change I'm too ſteady, and rambling 1s pain. 


Old England, brave boys, good enough is for me, 

Where my thoughts I can ſpeak, where by birth right 
I'm free; | | 

Whatever I wiſh for now comes at my call, 

I can ſport in my fields and can roar in my hall: 

My time is my own, I can do as I will, 

I have children that prattle, a wife that is ſtill. 
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I feel that I'm happy tho? taxes run high, 


I want no exotics, fo eaſy am ]; 
I'm alive to my friends and at peace with the dead, 
With party and ſtate I ne'er trouble my head; 

19 Content ion I hate and a bumper love moſt, 


You'll pledge me I'm lure, for Cid England's my toaſt, 


S 
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8 0 N 6. 
Sung in the Caſtle of Andaluſia, 


7 SOLDIER I am for a lady, 
) 7 , , 1 
What beau was e'er arm'd more compleater ; 
When face to face, 
Her chamber the place, 
I'm able and willing to meet her. 


Gad's curſe, my dear laſſes, I'm ready, 
To give ye all ſatisfaction ; 
I am the man, 
For the crack of vour fan,- 
| Tho' I die at your feet in the action. 


Your bobbins may beat up a row dow dow, 
Your lap dog may out with his bow wow wow wow ; 
The challenge is love, 
] take up the glove, 
Tho' I die at your feet in the action. 
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S O NG. 
THE CHACE OF THE HARP, 


"HIS morning Aurora peep'd over the hills, 
And the froſt had deſerted the meadows and rills, 
And the heart cheering horn did enliven the hound, 
Who with noſtrilsextended ſnuff d over the ground; 
We mounted our horſes devoid of all care, 
For no pleaſure can equal the chace of the hare, 


To the chace we have been unattended by fear, 
For friendſhip was preſent when danger was near, 
With joy and delight the fleet hare we purſue, 
What muſic can equal the hounds in a view? 
When ſhouts and rejoicings then rended the air, 
With the cry of the hounds at the death of the hare, 


Then the morn it is paſt, in the ev'ning we join 
In mirth and good fellowſhip, freedom and wine, 
No diſputes at our meeting ſhall ever appear, 

No ſcoundrel partake of our temperate cheer ; 
But hearts fill'd with joy—we merrily fing, 
Succeſs to our Country, and health to our King. 


1 N 1 8. 


A NEW COLLECTION OF 


TOASTS ano SENTIMENTS. 
— — 


UNCH in perfection The waters of liſe amended 
by the ſpirit of content, and the acid of the pre- 
ſent hour corrected by the ſweets of the future. 


May friendſhip be enlivened by good humour, but 
never wounded by wit, 


May every mirror we look at caſt an honeſt reflection. 
The love of liberty and the liberty of love. 


F May the turnpike-road to happineſs be free from toll 
bars, and the bye ways furniſhed with guide 


poſts. 


May ſentiment never be ſacrificed by the tongue ci 
deceit. 


May the King live to reward the ſubject that would die 


for him. 


May the ſpirit of contradiction be laid afleep, while 
conviviality and good-humour are enlivened by 
the juice of the vine, 
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TOASTS. 

May we ever keep the whip hand of our enemies, 
Ability to ſerve a friend and honor to conceal. 
May hemp bind thoſe whom honor cannot. 

The hand that gives, and the heart that forgives. 
May the hinges of generoſity never grow ruſty. 
Thoſe who love pleaſure and contribute to it. 


May the feeling heart poſſeſs the fortune the miſer 
abuſes. 


May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his due, nor 
a credulous girl out of her virtue. 


Perpetual diſappointments to the enemies of Old 
England. 


May prudence, moderation, and an invariable atten- 
tion to the public good, cement the people of Old 
England. 


Our Country, and may it continue te be the land of 
liberty to the end of the world. 


May Neptune ever acknowledge Britain's King as his 
Sovereign. 


May dur hearts have for tenants, truth, candour, and 
benevolence, 


May our virtue be healthy without the Payer of of 


calamity, 


May the regard we have for our own characters deter 
us from | injuring others. 


T OAS TS. 
May the preſence of the fair curb the wiſh of the 


licentious. 


May a poliſhed heart make amends for a rough coun- 
tenance. 


May the ſmiles of the fair reward the efforts of the 
brave. . 


May the honey of rectitude ſweeten the bitterneſs o 
ſorrow. x 


May beauty never be ſtitched in ſheets until pro- 
perly bound. 4 

May the union of perſons be always founded on 
that of hearts. 


Firmneſs in the ſenate, valour in the field, and forti- 
tude on the waves. 


ü 2 
Love for Love. 


May the volume of beauty never be ſtained by con- 
taminated fingers. 


May the morality of individuals become the policy 
of nations. 


May the ſtate of the times be a leſſon of advice to 
guard againft credulity. 


May the aſcent of innocence ſhew clearly the deſcent 
of infamy. 


May the halt of our enemies always betray the lame- 
neſs of their deligns. 


1 OAS TS. 


A ſpeedy exportation to all the enemies of Britain 
without a drawback, 


Beauty's beſt companion - Modeſty. 


_ Cheerfulneſs in our cups, content in our minds, and 
competency in our means. 


Abſalom's end to the fomenters of public miſchief. 
Friendſhip in a palace, and falſhood in a dungeon, 


Familiarity bounded by decency, and friendſhip un- 
founded by intereſt. 


Gocdneſs in our thoughts, gentleneſs in our words, 
and generoſity in our actions. 


Innocence in affluence, ignorance in rags, injuſtice in 
manacles, and injury in jail. 


Kings moderate, knights temperate, and knaves 
obſolete, 


Kiſſes to thoſe who mean not to hurt by them, 

Kicks to all thoſe who would injure true worth by them. 

May Britiſh chaſtity ever keep pace with Britiſh 
beauty. 


May our commodities of all kinds be fairly and ho- 
norably entered. 


May our pleaſant thoughts be gilt with modeſt expreſ- | 
ſions, 


May our paſſions be governed by ae, and our 
wiſhes by moderation. 


A 
| MIDST the illuſions that o'er the mind futter, 

A linnet juſt fledg'd, from its leat-ſhady bow'r 20 

Adieu, my love, my lovely fair: — 237 

Acroſs the downs this morning — _ 55 

As walking tCother day alone — — 59 

A vot' ry to muſic and ſong — — 83 

A tit, a tit, chey call me yet _ — 85 

Ah, tell me, ye ſwains, have you ſeen my Paſtora 90 

At eve as I ſung of my fair — — — 117 

4 At the ſound of the horn — —— 126 


A ſoldier I am for a lady mom — — 143 


But three months yet I've been a wife — 27 
By that eye that eclipſes the ſtars play ful light — 70 


| C 
Charming village maid — — — 67 
Could you to battle march away — 90 
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INDEX. 


D 
Drifted ſnow no more is ſeen — _ 41 
Dear Sir this brown jug that now foams with mild ale 73 
1 14 % 


Ere around the huge oak that o'er ſhadows yon mill = 66 


F 


For England, when, with fav'ring gale — 
From aloft the ſailor looks around —_—_ 
Farewell, my love, the anchor's weigh'd — 111 


From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free — 130 


Far divided from my mate 136 
- 2 
Girls ſhy appear — — 11 
. 3 = 
How pleaſapt a ſailor's life paſſes 8 14 
How happily my life I lediükwaam —T — 50 
Here, full of ſcars, lies brave Hal. Brazen — 65 


Here with liberty bleſt, brighteſt gem of our ile — 98 
Hark, hark, from the woodlands, the loud ſwelling horn 124 
Hark forward, away, my brave boys, to the chace -— 131 


Honor let the ſoldier chuſe—— — ᷑ĩT-:— 135 

Hearts of oak with vigour rouſe — — 142 
31 

I thought our quarrels ended  m—— — 19 

Jack Ratlin was the ableſt ſeaan;k— — 16 

If you'd travel the wide world all over — 34 


\ 


INDEX, 


In ſtorms when clouds obſcure the ſky _ 
Juno's a vixen, always ſcolding — 
Jack Spritſail ſail'd from Plymouth Sound — 
I am, gads me, a gentleman — — — 
In Carlow town there liv'd a maid mom — 


I am, d'ye fer, a fiſherman — 
In the world's crooked path where I've been 
If in the Park; as uſual, my walk I ſhould purſue 


I once was but a pedlar, and my ſhop was in my box 79 
I tremble to think that my ſoldiers ſo bold — — 39 
Juſt when the blooming fragrant ſpring — 106 
In vain to me the hours of care — 125 
L 
Let fame found the trumpet and cry to the war — 38 
Little thinks the townſman's wife 57] — L5 
Lord, what a fs my mother male — 104 
Let philoſophers prate about realon and rules — 105 
Let the merry pipe and tabor 149 
Lingo, good friends, once more appears — — 133 


M 
My heart is as honeſt and | rave as the beft e 160 
My mind's ſo dii'rafted, my heart's in a lame — 141 
My true honeſt fellows who ſmoke with ſuch glee 194 


My comrades fo famiſh'd and queer 
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INDEX 


N 
Ned oft” had bray*d'the field of battte x 223 
Not long be fore the cloſe of day — — 227 
Nature always is enchanting — 230 
O 
One, ſhort moment I embrace — 4 
O, with my deareſt Clara bleſt —— — 6 
One night while round the fire we ſat —— 7 
O Suſan's the devil, there's no getting at ber 53 
Odzookers to night, at the cloſe of the fair mmm 95 
One day as I fat with a blooming young laſs — 140 
| ef OR 
E 
Poor Poll the look'd ſad when the ſhip caſt for ſea — 30 
Peaceful ſſumb'ring on the ocean — 93 
Poor Jack whoſe gay heart kept bis ſpirits aloft 99 
Parent of gaiety and glee — 6 
R 
Returning from the fair one exe — Wo... FOE 
8 
Summon'd to the angry battle — — 8 
Some time ago I married a wife — — 159 
Search all the world over in all times and ages 123 
Sons of ocean, fam'd in ſtory — ——_— 222 


| 
| 


IND EX. 


T 
Thro' France, thro' all the German regions — 
Tho' by the tempeſt the bark's rudely driven — 
The merry dance I dearly love — — 
4 The Britiſh ſailor ploughs the ſeas — 
| To rival the miſer, who broods o'er his plumb — 
The laſs of Peatie's mill, — 


The turban'd turk who ſcorns the world 


Tho? late as a waiter I ran up and down — 
The lazy ſun withdraws at laſt — 


| 'Tho? the fate of battle on to-morrow wait, — 
| The morn was fair, ſoft was the air — 
J | { The vainly ambitious may proudly recite — 
| The main with darkneſs mantled o'er — 
The Britiſh ſeaman's manly breaſt — 
The merry man — 


Tho' the muſes ne'er ſmile by the light of the ſun 
The roſe with ſweet fragrance delights — 
Twelve years ago I went to woo 
*'Tis love that now my boſom fires 
The ſable clad curtain's undrawn 


4 8 *T'was at the cool and fragrant bour ——— 


The wealthy fool with gold in tore — 
The twins of Latonaſo kind to my boon 


To baniſh life's troubles the Grecian old ſage _ 
The miſt from the mountains proclaim'd it was morn 
This morning Aurora peep'd over the hills — 

W 


When ruddy Aurora awakens the day 
When my money was gone that I gain'd in the wars 
When Britain firſt, at Heaven's command — 
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When William at eve meets me down at the ſtile — 
When I took my departure from Dublin, ſweet town 


What boot it where thy ſoldier lies —— 
White man never go away — 
When I've money I am merry — 
When firſt I plough'd the ocean — 
Whither, my love, ah whither art thou gone — 
Whilſt ſcience yields a thouſand lights — 
Winds ſoftly tell my love — 
With lowly ſuit and plaintive ditty — 
Was Iright or was I not _ — 


When I was at home 1 was merry and friſky, — 
When the lads and the laſſes are met on the green 
When I return with courage bold — 
While high the foaming furges riſe — 
When I liv'd with my grennam on yon little green 
When ſixteen years 1 had attain'd 
When the chill Sirocco blows 
When gen'rous wine expands the ſoul — 
When the fancy ſtirring bowl — — 


Who thirſts for more knowledge is welcome to roam 


* 


Ye ſportſmen for pleaſure and exerciſe born —— 


Lou may talk of a brogue, and of Ireland, ſweet nation 


Young Will:am is the ſweeteſt youch — U 
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